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Pattern shown above is International Sterling’s "Blossom Time”’ featuring the balanced place setting. 


Your Ste ‘ling Silver Record... 


Wonderful help in 


“IRLS all over the country are finding 
G the Sterling Silver Record a wonder- 
ful help in collecting their International 
Sterling. 

First. it’s a good way to keep a perma- 
nent record of what you have in your set. 
You paste in a silver star every time you 
acquire a new piece—and it’s such fun to 
watch your collection of stars srow! 

Your Sterling Silver Record is a good 
check list, too. It’s hard to remember every 
piece available in your pattern—but your 
Record lists everything. including extra 
pieces and holloware! (HINT: leave your 
Record in a prominent spot when relatives 
or gift-giving friends are at the house!) 


The pattern folder tucked in the pocket of 
your Sterling Silver Record will be useful 
in studying all fifteen patterns .. . in the 
solid silver with beauty that lives forever! 
Today. International Sterling is the 
ereatest value your dollar can buy. Com- 
pared to other products, its price has risen 
scarcely at all. You can still start with a 
teaspoon for as little as $3.00; or a 6-piece 
setting for $27.50, Federal tax included. 


International 


Sterling 


collecting your International Sterling! 


Free! Your own Sterling Silver Record! A com- 
pact, silvery folder with your initials on the 
cover. Inside there's a space to record each 
piece you collect, a package of little silver stars 
to paste in the spaces, a folder of patterns, 


— MAIL COUPON TODAY! 


THE INTERNATIONAL SILVER CO. 

Dept. 1710, 169 Colony St., Meriden, Conn. 
Please send me, free of charge, my initialed 

Sterling Silver Record, with folder showing all 


the International Sterling patterns. 
NAME - 

STREET__ 

CITY 

My initials are 


Copr. 1952, The Internationz 


















by MARJORIE VETTER 


Tamar. By GLapys MALVERN. Long- 

mans, Green and Company, $2.50. 
From all over the world come the costly 
and lovely things with which the rich and 
powerful Jairus, ruler of cosmopolitan Caper- 
naum, beautifies his palace and clothes his 
charming wife and only daughter—delicate, 
fragile Tamar. Tamar is looking forward to 
the fast-approaching time when she will 
wear the veil of a grown-up woman. With 
her parents, she is on the way to the Bar 
Mitzvah (coming-of-age party) of Joab, 
the boy whom it has long been understood 
she will marry, when she is struck breathless 
with wonder at the splendid stranger whom 
the Roman Marcellus introduces as his slave 
Julian. Tamar cannot keep the young Roman 
out of her mind. But what can a pagan slave 
ever mean to a Jewish girl who must keep 
the Law? At the Bar Mitzvah she seems 
to see Joab for the first time, contrasting 
him unfavorably with Julian. From the 
gossip of the women, she learns of a new 
teacher from Nazareth who is attracting 
attention and arousing impassioned contro- 
versy throughout Galilee. Then and later she 
is strongly moved by his power. Gradually 
the ruler’s family find themselves believing 
with unquestioning faith in this Nazarene. 
They go to Jerusalem for the Passover and 
there Tamar witnesses the events of Holy 
Week and experiences the joy and wonder 
of the Resurrection. Events move rapidly 
to a happy ending with a new life for Tamar 
and Julian. Perhaps you remember “Behold 
Your Queen” in which this author told so 
vividly the tale of Queen Esther. In the 
story of Tamar she makes you feel that 
you are really there in Galilee and Jerusalem 
sharing the day-to-day life of a wealthy 
Jewish family, living through these mo- 
mentous days, seeing the Nazarene teacher 
as his contemporaries saw him, and coming 
with Tamar, Julian, and so many others to 
the knowledge of God on earth and the 
brotherhood of Man. 


The Wind Blows Free. By LouLa 


Grace ErpMAN. Dodd, Mead and 
Company, $2.50. This, THe AMERICAN GIRL 
—Dodd, Mead prize story, is the story of 
Melinda Pierce and her family. It takes 
place in the Texas Panhandle in 1893, but 
it could be the story of any pioneers any- 
where, any time. For it is families like the 
Pierces, with their love, loyalty, and mutual 
dependence, their courage and ingenuity, 
bringing their church, books, and music 
with them, who built our country. Melinda 
didn’t want to live in a mud dugout among 
cowboys and cattle rustlers. The vast, tree- 
less plains of the Panhandle where the wind 

(Continued on page 32) 
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Make your next party or dance a real 
wing-ding .. . make it a snapshot party. ‘ &: 
More fun than a barrel of monkeys! ‘£2 


Everybody gets a flash camera, film, 
flashbulbs . . . shoots everybody else 
at the frolic. You come up with 
loads of funny candid shots of the 
hilarious antics. What a panic when 
you see the pictures you've taken! 
Laugh all over again! 


Where do you get the flash cam- 
eras? Everybody brings his own. 
Or host or hostess provides. Many 
photo dealers will rent them 

at little cost. 


Don’t forget Sylvania Superflash® bulbs. 
Most dependable for quick shooting at snap- 
shot parties . . . and all other flash picture 
taking. You can always count on Superflash 
for the right light—right when you want it. 
See your Superflash dealer today! 





Blue Dots \i mPa 
for Sure Shots ! ‘e) ia 


¥ SYLVANIAY 


Sylvania Electric Products Inc., 1740 Broadway, New York 19, N. Y. 


PHOTOLAMPS; LIGHT BULBS; RADIO TUBES; TELEVISION PICTURE TUBES; ELECTRONIC PRODUCTS; ELECTRONIC 
TEST EQUIPMENT; FLUORESCENT TUBES, FIXTURES, SIGN TUBING, WIRING DEVICES; TELEVISION SETS 





FIRST 
PRIZE 


(Senior Div.) 


HERE’S ALL YOU DO! IT’S EASY! 


Write a letter on a subject you have lots of ideas about 





“What | think about my home town” 







CREEPERS / | COULD WRITE 
) ABOUT THE FOOTBALL TEAM, 

THE NEW TELEVISION STATION 
HERE, OR THE ORIVERS TRAINING COURSE! 













THE COMMUNITY CHRISTMAS 
TREE, OR THE DANCES WE HAVE 
OR MY FAVORITE TEACHER 

ARE SUBJECTS / COULD CHOOSE. 





206 Chances to Win in $4575 Royal Portable Prize Contest! 


$200 CASH — ROYAL 














Typewriter award given only when 
entry is signed by Royal Portable valor 


5 MORE $200 CASH PRIZES AND 
ROYAL PORTABLE PRIZES! 
200 OTHER VALUABLE CASH PRIZES! 


Hey, fellas and gals in both Senior and Junior Highs! Just 
take a look at these generous prizes in the Royal Portable 
Typewriter Prize Contest! 


103 Chances to Win in SENIOR High Division 


(10th, 11th, 12th grades) 
$200 Cash & Royal Gold Portable* 
. $100 Cash & Royal Gold Portable* 
3rd Prize . . $ 50 Cash & Royal Gold Portable* 
100 Cash Prizes $ 10 each** 


*Gold Portable Typewriter award given only when entry signed by Royal 
Portable dealer. 
**Cash doubled ($20 each) when entry signed by Royal Portable dealer. 


103 Chances to Win in JUNIOR High Division 


(7th, 8th, 9th grades) 


1st Prize 
2nd Prize . 








100 Cash Prizes 


lst Prize $100 Cash & Royal Gold Portable* 
2nd Prize . . $ 50 Cash & Royal Gold Portable* 
3rd Prize $ 25 Cash & Royal Gold Portable* 


$ 10 each** 


Attention, Seniors! Be sure your letter on the subject, “What 
I Think About My Home Town”’ is not longer than 500 words. 


Attention, Juniors! Be sure your letter on the subject “What 
I Think About My Home Town”’ is not longer than 350 words. 


Everybody must write on one side of the paper only, in ink and 
in legible handwriting or in typewriting double-spaced. To win the 
extra awards (typewriters or cash) your letter must be signed by a 
local Royal Portable Typewriter dealer. 


HINTS TO HELP YOU WIN—Have you a favorite local 
charity? Here’s a real chance to tell about it in your letter! Have you 
a camera club? Do you go on camping trips? Here are swell subjects! 


Have you a local industry especially interesting to you? Here’s another 
fine subject! Is there some leading citizen who’s done good in your 
town? Let’s hear about him! Do you think your high school’s just 
about the best in the world? Get going on that! What does your town 
do for servicemen? Does a group send CARE packages overseas? 
Here are two splendid subjects. 


Oh, there are millions of subjects to write about! Think of the 
good things about America, our freedom of speech, our equal justice 
under law, our elections, and then apply these ideas to what’s happen- 
ing in your home town. 








*Gold Portable Typewriter award given only when entry signed by Royal 
Portable dealer. 
**Cash doubled ($20 each) when entry signed by Royal Portable dealer. 


IT’S EASY. Start working on your entry today. When fin- 
ished, be sure to put yourself in line for the extra award of a 
wonderful, new Royal Portable Gold Typewriter, or double 
the cash by having a local Royal Portable dealer sign your 
entry. Mail to Royal Portable Contest, American Girl, 155 E. 
44th St., N. Y. 17. 


Put yourself in line to win 
a Royal Portable Gold Type- 
writer, the easiest- writing 


portable ever built! Or double 
the cash prize! Be sure to 
have your entry signed by a 
Royal Portable dealer! 





HERE ARE THE SIMPLE RULES 


1. Write legibly in ink on one side of paper only, 
or typewrite double-spaced on one side of paper 
only, a letter on topic, ““What I Think About My 
Home Town.” In Senior Division (10th, 11th, 
12th grades) letter must not exceed 500 words in 
length. In Junior Division (7th, 8th, 9th grades) 
letter must not exceed 350 words in length. 


2. Mail not later than November 17, 1952, to Royal 
Portable Contest, c/o American Girl, 155 
E. 44th St., N. Y. 17. Submit as many entries as 
you wish. Be sure each entry is signed with your 
name, home address, name of school, grade you 
are in in school, and teacher’s name.* 


3. Contest open to any junior high school student 
(7th, 8th, 9th grades) and high school student 
(10th, 11th, 12th grades) of the United States, 
except employees of Royal Typewriter Company, 
Inc., its subsidiaries, or of its advertising agen- 
cies, and their families. Contest subject to all Fed- 
eral and State regulations. 


4. Entries will be judged for originality, sincerity, 
and aptness of thought by the Reuben H. Don- 
nelly Corporation. Final judging by editorial staff 

of Scholastic 1e. Judges’ decisions final. 





Prizes are listed cuouhace! in this advertisement. 
Duplicate prizes awarded in case of ties. No 
entries returned. All entries, contents, and ideas 
therein become the property of Royal Typewriter 





Company, Inc., to be used as it sees fit. 


5. To the winners of the first prize (Senior and 
Junior Divisions) and of the 2nd and 3rd prizes in 
each division there will be awarded one Royal 
Portable Gold Typewriter each. provided entry is 
signed by an authorized Royal Portable Type- 
writer dealer. To the winners of the 100 cash 
prizes of $10 each (Senior and Junior Divisions) 
will be awarded an extra $10 each, provided entry 
is signed by an authorized Royal Portable Type- 
writer dealer. 

6. Top prize winners’ names will be announced in 
a January issue of Scholastic Magazine. All prize 
winners will be notified by mail and each will re- 
ceive his prize before December 25, 1952. 
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OCTOBER COVER GIRL 


Our cover girl for this month is lovely Brenda 
Gahan, and her handsome date is Johnny Scare- 
crow. Brenda has chosen Dell Tween’s iridescent 
taffeta dress as her favorite for fall dances and 
parties. The tight-fitting bodice has tiny puffed 
sleeves and the saucer-shaped neckline is trimmed 
with a wide band of velvet ending in a V-shaped 
point at the waistline. The full sweeping skirt has 
yards and yards of material. Subteen sizes 8-14, 
in green with gold, navy with rose, red with blue. 
About $11 at the stores on page 66. Jewelry by 
Ben Berchman. Lipstick by Helena Rubinstein. 
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Now’s the time to make the 
extra money you need for 
Christmas. All you do is 
show Midwest Christmas 
Cards to people you know. 
You'll get big orders— 
make big cash profits! 


NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED! 


Genuine 24-kt. GOLD- 
stamping of sender’s name 
on exciting new Christmas 
Cards sells like hotcakes. 
You make $50 on just 50 
boxes! Fabulous new ideas 
in $1 Assortments, Secret 
Pal, Name-In-Skirt Notes, 
Children’s Books, Christ- 
mas Stockings, Glow-In- 
Dark Tree Ornaments, over 
150 fast-sellers make still 
more money for you! 


ACT FAST... 

GET SAMPLES NOW! 
Send no money. We'll rush 
full details to you plus As- 
sortments on approval and 
Personalized Christmas 
Card and Ornament Sam- 
ples FREE. Don’t delay! 
Send the coupon TODAY. 


VWlidwest CARD CO. 


1113 Washington Ave., Dept. 10-D, St. Lovis 1, Mo. 


MAIL COUPON NOW! 


H 
‘ ' 
' MIDWEST CARD CO. pep. 10-0 ' 
: 1113 Washington Ave., St. Louis 1, Mo. : 
: Please rush full facts and samples to start ! 
; Me earning at once. : 
' 

DD cavenneisn6ns taeesueeneeebionan ‘ 
1 t 
© MABE. 500 cccccesevenescccessccecese : 
' eickntenneduieet ZONE .200 Beate. <4 +2 : 
; C] I’m interested for club funds. : 
hecumenna Mtb mite ennwedl 
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Imagine you 


on a heavenly 
week end... 


—_————> 


looking like an angel 
in your travel dress 
... for about $11} 


—_——_> 


glamorous in this 
divine little dance 
dress... for 
only $9.507 





Advance #6217 (blouse) Advance #6247 (skirt) 


N. NEED to imagine! A simply 
out-of-this-world wardrobe for 
a week end—or a whole winter—can 
be just as close as your finger tips! 

How? Sew your own clothes! It’s 
easy tolearntosew, in SINGER’s home 
dressmaking course set up especially 
for teen-agers like yourself. On an 
oh-so-tiny budget, you can sew scads 
of beautiful things! 


Even if you can’t thread a needle 
now, you'll sew like an expert after 
the 9 fascinating 2-hour lessons in the 
SINGER course. That’s because the 
SINGER method makes sewing so 
beautifully simple. 

You learn modern, short-cut meth- 
ods of adapting patterns, cutting, 
stitching. You learn the secret tricks, 
the skillful know-how that gives 
clothes a really professional look! 


And the cost is lower than you’d 
ever dream! Just 8—yes, eight—dol- 
lars for the whole heaven-sent course! 
You can save as much, or more, on 
your very first dress—the one you 
make while you’re learning! 

Don’t wait until tomorrow. Run 
down to your neighborhood SINGER 
SEWING CENTER today! Sign up for 
the special dressmaking course for 
girls 12 to 17 — and get set for some 
heavenly week ends! 





Allin one place! The SINGER 
SEWING CENTER near you 
has every type of sewing sup- 
ply you’ll require— patterns, 
findings, notions, even fab- 
ries. Noneedtoscurry around 
collecting things. 











McCall’s #9070 


* 


Enroll today! 


SINGER TEEN-AGE DRESSMAKING CLASS 


Complete course for only $8! 


SINGER SEWING CENTERS 


Look up the address of the one nearest you 
in your telephone book under 
SINGER SEWING MACHINE COMPANY 





tComplete cost for fabric, pattern, trimmings, etc. for size 12. 


*A Trade Mark of THE SINGER MANUFACTURING COMPANY 


OCTOBER, 1952 
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The American Girl is full of party news 
this month in honor of three 
famous birthdays 


Juliette Low, born October 31, 1860 
Our beloved “Daisy” Low was the 
woman behind the birth of Girl Scout- 
ing and its wholehearted adoption by 
the young girls of the United States. 
Her courage, her generous service to 
others, and her untiring devotion to 
the new movement stand as an inspir- 
ing example of the Girl Scout spirit. 


Girl Scouts’ Fortieth Anniversary 
From just twelve girls in the first 
troop organized March 12, 1912, mem- 
bership has grown to about 1,900,000 
in 1952. Interests have broadened too, 
with the addition of Wing Scouts and 
Mariner troops. At forty life is just 
Cee beginning for the Girl Scouts of the 
®e ®e Se U.S.A. as more new plans get under way. 





moeie MERICA GiRt American Girl's thirty-fifth birthday 
Low ' an a You would never have recognized 


2 3 h your AMERICAN Girt in its very first 
yr issue thirty-five years ago. The Little 
' P pamphlet called “The Rally,” directed 


. to adult Girl Scout workers, was a far 
ery from today’s colorful editions 
which bring top stories, articles, and 
features to over half a million girls. 


Drawing by Gioia Fiammenghi 








“Every piece of knowledge is like the 
branch of a tree, at the end of which 
another branch grows—on and on.” 


—Dr. W. R. Whitney. 


E all have our own color preferences, whether it’s in clothes, cars, 

or home furnishings. People have strong likes and dislikes about the 
color of blankets, too, as the Rahr Color Clinic of New York City re- 
cently discovered through a national consumer survey. So—General 
Electric is introducing six new colors to its automatic blanket line. 
Here they are, and we hope your favorite color is among them: 
Flamingo (light plumage red), Dresden (medium clear blue), Garden 
Green (medium clear green), Rose Pink (pale pink), Citron (golden 
yellow) and Sprout Green (fresh yellow-green). 


EN FRANKLIN would have been surprised if he could have seen 
his famous kite and key experiment re-enacted 200 years later by G-E 
engineers. The scene took place at the Company’s new switchgear 
laboratory in Philadelphia, built to develop equipment capable of 
handling the increasing amounts of electric power our country needs. 
During opening ceremonies an effigy of Franklin, complete with key 
and kite, stood amid the lofty steel structures of the high-voltage yard. 
When the man-made lightning bolt struck, a white-hot are leaped six 
feet from key to ground. “Poor Richard” produced only a spark during 
that Philadelphia thunderstorm in 1752. 


ERE’S the answer to a cheerleader’s prayer—a megaphone that 

can swell your normal speaking voice to an ear-splitting yell or, for 
quieter occasions, tune it down to a whisper. Now being developed by 
G.E. in Syracuse, the megaphone is “transistorized.”” That means it 
has tiny devices called transistors, made of the metallic element ger- 
manium, to do the amplifying work of vacuum tubes. No external con- 
nections are needed—small batteries inside the unit supply the power. 


GENERAL ELECTRIC 


OCTOBER, 1952 





by ELIZABETH ©ORDON 


Illustr.tiens by John Fernie 


Buzz played Petruchio 
to Leslie's Katherine, and it 


was more truth than poetry 


ESLIE sat on the straight brown-oak 
settee in the high school office, 
waiting for her schedule card to be 

made out and hating everyone and 
everything in the large, fluorescent- 
lighted room that smelled of floor wax 
and efficiency. She hated the secretary 
who was making out the card, the bowl 
of autumn leaves on her desk, the type- 
writers that clicked away behind the 
little brown fence that separated visitors 
from the office staff. She wanted to 
scream her dislike for the boy who came 
in with some papers and for the teacher 
who said, “Excuse me, please,” as she 
walked in front of Leslie to get mail 
from the open boxes on the wall. This 
was a horrible, horrible place and she 
wasn't going to stay. 

When the secretary called, “Leslie, 
would you come here, please?”, Leslie 
went to her unwillingly. 

“This is Pam Ward, another sopho- 
more,” the secretary said. “She'll show 
you to your English class now and look 
after you for the first few days.” 

“Hello, Leslie,” Pam said, offering her 
hand to Leslie, who pretended not to 
see it. As they went out the door, Pam 
said, “I hope you'll like it here. We think 
it’s a pretty nice place.” 

Leslie shrugged her shoulders and 
thought, If she expects me to jump up 


She longed for the noisy friendline 
of Manhattan—yearned to be in the 
crowd sauntering on Eighth Avenue 














and down about her silly old school, 
she’s mistaken. 

When they entered Room 259, Miss 
Allen—young, animated, and redheaded— 
was talking, but she stopped as Pam 
said, “I’m sorry to interrupt, Miss Allen, 
but this is Leslie Patterson, a new stu- 
dent. She’s to be in your class.” 

“Hello, Leslie. I’m glad to see you. We 
need another girl. Too many boys in this 
class! You'll even it up!” Miss Allen held 
out her hand and Leslie took it without 
a smile. “Come, Leslie,” the teacher said 
quickly, “I'll show you where you'll sit.” 

She introduced Leslie to a girl named 
Nancy and a boy called Buzz who sat 
nearby. The girl smiled and said, “Hello, 
Leslie!” and the boy, a tall fellow with 
a crew cut, stood up and said, “Hi!” Les- 
lie nodded and sat down. 

Miss Allen returned to her explanation 
of a point of grammar and the class re- 
sumed its note-taking. Nancy gave Leslie 
a piece of paper, and Buzz apologetically 
offered a broken stub of a pencil. She 
took them and began to doodle, making 
big snowflakes and filling them in with 
angry faces. I won't listen to her, she 
thought. No one can make me. I won't 
do any work in this hole. I won't! I won't! 


When the three-o’clock bell 
rang, Leslie hurried down the aisle and 
out of the room before Nancy or Buzz or 
Miss Allen could say a word to her. She 
wormed her way impatiently through the 
crowds in the halls, exasperated by their 
slowness and silly chatter: 

As she walked along the twisting roads 
of the Westchester suburb, she was 
numb to the brisk October breeze, the 
clumps of tawny chrysanthemums, or the 
bright leaves speckling almost every 
lawn. She hated the quiet streets of large 
houses set in wide, well-tended lawns 
and longed for the noisy friendliness of 
Manhattan. She half closed her eyes to 
shut out the well-kept gardens, the trim 
fences, the hedges of Beechdale, and 
imagined she and Lila were walking 
home from school in the middle of a 
crowd of people sauntering on Eighth 
Avenue. Taxis were honking irritably; 
women were pushing baby carriages in 
the bright fall sunshine; kids were play- 
ing tag on roller skates; a man was sell- 
ing button chrysanthemums from a push- 
cart, and she and Lila were eating hot 
chestnuts. Then they turned up the 
avenue, and Leslie left Lila at Tenth 
Street and went home and Mother was 
there. Only Mother wasn’t there—there 
was no point in kidding herself. Mother 
wasn't there and she, Leslie, wasn't 
either. She was here, living with her 
father and his new wife in this loathsome 
country place. In her anger she snatched 
at the leaves of a privet hedge, but they 
resisted her tug and infuriated her. 

When she reached 15 Hedge Road, 
she looked at the low fieldstone house 
and detested it. She wished she could 
push it over as she had the cardboard 
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houses she used to have in her farm set. 
Then she opened the front door, and as 
she stood a minute in the broad hallway 
she heard a voice call out, “That you, 
Leslie? How was school?” but she 
ignored it and went upstairs to the room 
they said was hers. It really wasn’t hers. 
You had to want a room to be yours be- 
fore it really was. You had to plan it 
yourself with your mother. She looked 
around at the brown and yellow and 
green plaid wallpaper, the yellow furni- 
ture and the apple-green curtains. If she 
were doing a room, 
she would have deep- 
green walls, red fur- 
niture, and white cur- 
tains. Well, she 
wasn’t. She went 
over to her radio- 
phonograph and put 
on her favorite, “Be 
My Love,” played it 
halfway through and 
shut it off. 

Not knowing what 
to do with herself, 
she went to the win- 
dow and looked 
down at the garden. 
A few hardy cosmos 
were still waving, 
tall and pink and 
white against the 
back fence, and three 
jays were flashes ot 
blue near the bed of 
bronze pompons, 
but Leslie saw noth- 
ing to hold her at 
the window. She snapped on the radio, 
snapped it off, stopped at her dressing 
table to comb her hair, and then threw 
herself across her bed. 

Several hours later she woke to the 
sound of her father’s voice calling her 
name. She thought of refusing to go 
down but decided she was hungry. 

As she entered the dining room, her 
father called out, “Hi, darling, how are 
tricks?” 

“Okay,” she said, slipping into her 
seat. 

“Wasn't it a wonderful day!” Jean, 
her stepmother, said as she shook out 
her napkin. 

Leslie ignored the comment. 

“Tell us, sweet,” her father said, “do 
the kids seem nice?” 

“So, so.” 

“Did you like your classes, Leslie?” 
Jean asked. 

Leslie didn’t answer. 

“Your mother spoke to you, Leslie!” 
her father said. 

“She’s not my mother!” 

“Now, listen here, young lady, you—” 
her father began. 

“Hank, Hank, that’s all right,” Jean 
broke in, “Leslie’s tired.” 

For a minute or two the three ate their 
grapefruit in silence. Leslie began to 
count the number of horses on the hunt- 























ing print wallpaper behind her father’s 
back. She had counted forty-two when 
Mr. Patterson tried again. 

“Leslie, I met Si Howell on the train 
this morning. He tells me his daughter 
is a sophomore, too. He said he'd tell 
her to look you up. Her name’s Sally, 
I think.” 
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She would miss these rehearsals 


Leslie continued to eat a piece ot 
celery and said nothing. Exasperated, 
her father exclaimed, “Well, aren’t you 
interested? You'll enjoy school a lot more 
if you make friends.” 

“I don’t intend to make any friends 
here.” 

“And why not?” demanded 
her father. 

“I hate it here! I hate it!” 
Leslie said. She pushed her 
chair away from the table and 
ran sobbing out of the room 
and upstairs, to sit in the dark 
and brood. 


Leslie continued to 
dislike Beechdale as much as 
its younger citizens were be- 
ginning to dislike her. At first 
the girls looked at her cashmere 
sweaters and gold charm bracelets 
and wondered if they could bid her 
to their clubs; and the boys looked 
at her shining blond hair, her forget- 
me-not blue eyes, and her perfect little 
figure and wondered if they could date 
her. But they stopped wondering after a 
few days and agreed she was a cold fish. 
While she sat in classes, doodling and 
unconcerned with what was going on, 
her mind was bitterly active. There was 
no scrap of earth really hers anymore. 
Once—before her mother’s death and 
her father’s remarriage—she had _be- 
longed in the big world, everyone's 
world, the world of all the kids who had 
real mothers and fathers and regular 
homes. She had gone to Elizabeth Irwin 
High and every day had been fun. She 
and her mother and father had done 
many things together—gone to the rodeo 
at Madison Square Garden, had picnics 
on Long Island, spent week ends in the 
Poconos. Then her mother had died—her 
mother who had laughed more than any 
other mother she had ever seen—and her 
father had married Jean. And she had 
had to leave Tenth Street and her friends 
and her school. Now she had a tight, 
closed-up feeling. She couldn’t make her- 
self talk to people, to all those people 
who were always trying to “be nice” to 
her. Anyway she hated people who 
worked at “being nice” to other people. 
And her head ached a lot, and there 
wasn't anyone who understood. 

Because she felt she belonged to no 
one and no one belonged to her, she 
withdrew more and more until even the 
teachers began to be annoyed. One day 
in English class Miss Allen called on 
Leslie and said, “Did you enjoy the play 
‘Aria da Capo,’ Leslie?” 

“I haven't read it,” Leslie murmured. 

“Why not?” 
“I haven't a book.” 
“Why didn’t you tell me? I'm 
sorry if I neglected to give 
-(Continued on page 43) 





URNING the big telescope slowly, 

Ruth scanned the forest in every 

direction. Not a sign of smoke. 

She drew a long breath of relief. 
Thank goodness, she thought, Dad will 
have an easy day! Fighting fire was too 
hard a job for a man just recovered 
from a serious illness. Toward the end 
of his stay in the hospital Dad had 
seemed strong enough. But now that he 
was actually back on the job, he tired 
easily. And on Monday the hunting sea- 
son would open. That meant more work 
and worry. 

Hunting season! How in the world 
could anyone bear to shoot the graceful 
deer and the shy, long-legged antelope! 

I suppose it is because they've never 
really known the animals, she thought, 
trying to excuse the hunters. Some ot 
them seem like perfectly nice people, 
too. She turned back to the telescope. 


From the lookout tower at the 
top of Ranger Mountain she could see 
miles of government park. Pine-clad 
slopes, grassy valleys, and rising above 
the timber line in the distance, Old 
Baldy, with its white cap of snow. 

A smile lit up the girl’s face as her 
telescope picked out a group of antelope. 
“Hello, Lop-Ear,” she said aloud. “You 
are fatter than you were last winter.” 

After watching the antelope a moment 
she moved her telescope back and forth 
until she located a group of deer feeding 
in a valley. They too were old friends. 
Over by Baldy she saw more deer, but 
not a glimpse did she catch of Bucky, 
her pet. She had found him when he was 
a motherless baby and raised him on a 
bottle. She could remember how he had 
liked to have her rub his soft buttons 
that were now such beautiful antlers. 

Idly she swung the telescope back. 

“Oh, there’s Susie!” 

Susie was an unusually large black 
bear with a decided limp. She had never 
become tame like some of the bears 
around the tourist camps. Early in the 
spring something had happened to one 
of her cubs. Now she fussed over the 
remaining one like a mother hen. She 
was standing on the bank of a small 


Becky Horn 


by RUTH ELIZABETH TANNER 


Illustration by Charles Beck 


@How could anyone shoot a beautiful deer just to boast a pair of antlers on a wall! 


stream watching the cub as he splashed 
and played in the water. 

“Yoo-hoo, Ruthie!” 

Reluctantly Ruth brought her atten- 
tion back to the lookout station. A rider 
was coming up the winding trail. 

“Why, it’s Mrs. Beck!” Ruth was sur- 
prised to see Mrs. Beck at the lookout 
tower, and even more surprised at the 
object of her visit. She had come to ask 
Ruth to act as guide to take her and 
her husband hunting in the forest! 

“You want me to take you hunting!” 
Ruth echoed. 

“Please do, Ruthie. We'd love to have 
you.” 

“Oh, no.” Ruth shook her head. “I'm 
not a guide, Mrs. Beck. And even if 1 
were a man, I wouldn't take anyone 
hunting.” 

As a ranger’s daughter, Ruth had al- 
ways considered it her job and her 
privilege to watch over the wild animals. 
She had cared for some of them until 
they were old friends. And now hunting 
season was coming again, and she would 
have to stand by and see them hunted, 
frightened, and killed! 

But Mrs. Beck, with the privilege of 
long acquaintance, did not take her “no” 
as final. “Look, Ruthie.” The gray-haired 
woman was smiling as she gazed out 
across the mountains. “This is the first 
real vacation Bill has had for several 
years. He wants to take home some horns 
that will make the men in his office be- 
lieve at least some of his hunting stories.” 

They both laughed for Mr. Beck told 
tall hunting tales. Then Ruth sobered 
and shook her head. 

“But, Mrs. Beck, you know how I feel 
about hunting.” 

“Yes, I know.” The older woman spoke 
with warm friendliness. “But, Ruthie 
dear, someone will take us. And Bill is 
offering to pay regular guide’s wages 
plus a hundred dollars to anyone who 
will guide him to some fine horns. All he 
asks is to be guided to a place where 
he can spot a worth-while pair of antlers. 
If he doesn’t bag them, it’s his hard 
luck.” Mrs. Beck paused and frowned 
slightly. “When I left, Bill was trying 
to talk your father into taking us.” 











“But Dad isn’t able to do it!” Ruth 
protested. 

A few times in the past her father had 
taken special friends or government men 
hunting. He had guided them in, helped 
them make camp, and then returned tc 
his duties at the station. 

“That’s what I think, too,” Mrs. Beck 
answered. “Your father looks very thin’ 

He shouldn’t be doing any work at all, 
Ruth thought worriedly. But she remem. 
bered the many bills that had piled up 
during her father’s illness. Even the 
money they had been saving for Ruth’s 
college had melted away. Dad had hated 
that. 

“If you don’t take us, I am atraid 
your father will. He was sort of half 
promising Bill—” 

With a sinking heart, Ruth realized 
that Mrs. Beck was right. Under the 
circumstances she knew her father 
would take on this job, but she couldn't 
let him do it. 

Reluctantly she said, “I suppose | 
could take you—” 

“Please do, Ruth.” Mrs. Beck was 
beaming with satisfaction. “It will be fun 
for me if you go, and of course you know 
the forest and the game better than al- 
most anyone.” 

Ruth tried not to think of the deer, 
the elk, and the antelope she had fed 
through the deep snows last winter. She 
would keep her mind on her father and 
the hospital bills or she would not be 
able to do it. 

“All right, Mrs. Beck, I'll take you.” 
Ruth spoke quickly, before she had time 
to think too much. 

“Fine.” 

“Tll show Mr. Beck some horns that 
will make his office friends’ eyes pop.” 
But they won't be Bucky’s horns, she 
vowed to herself. I'll make sure to take 
him where he won't see Bucky. 





Three days later they were 
deep in the beautiful Butte Mountains. 
The summer drought had dried up many 
of the water holes. This, was fipe for 
hunters. They could lugk in tl® few rg 
maining spots where Ae poGH,,anim 
had to drink. ‘4 
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The Becks were in no hurry. It was 
fall, a wonderful time for camping, and 
they were enjoying every moment of it. 
Twice they met other hunting parties; 
several times Mr. Beck could have 
bagged an elk or deer, but he was wait- 
ing for those special horns that Ruth 
was to find for him. 

“Remember,” she had told him, “I 
am only to give you the opportunity to 
take an unusually fine pair of antlers. 
If you do not bag them, it will be your 
fault. To keep on and on until you 
actually make a kill is no os of the 
bargain.” And he had agreed. 

Late one afternoon they mac Ny 
about a mile from Hand Springi 
weather was perfect for thei: pRIREE 
a big yellow moon would Be 
eight. Mrs. Beck, who was not nig 
hunter, had decided to remain in imp Bs 

Ruth and Mr. Beck came up to (im 
water hole with the wind in their faces: 
Ruth was quick and light-footed and, to 
her surprise, the city man moved easily 
and almost silently at her side. 

It was dusk when they found them- 
selves at the edge of an open clearing 
in the forest. From a big, hand- ee 
rock several springs trickled down to 
little pool—Hand Springs. 

In the half darkness the wate: 7) 
looking glass, reflecting the Hy 
treetops. For a long moment “man 
and girl stood silently, 
quiet beauty. : 

“Grr-ow-ow!” The stillness 
tered by an angry snort as a big black 
bear charge .d at them from the other 
side of the pool. 

“Jump!” Ruth shouted, just as Mr. 
Beck yelled, “Climb!” 

Ruth scampered up on a rock, caught 
a drooping limb, and managed to swing 
herself up to safety. She saw that Mr. 
Beck was also skinning up into the 
other side of the big pine tree. As he 
reached out for another branch, he 
wavered for a moment and,the gun he 
was still carrying crashed tojthe ground. 

“Wham, bang!” The bed seized the 
n page 34) 
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HE bus plying between Tel Aviv 

and Jerusalem was churning up 

the Judean hills, rising ever up- 
ward on its way to the ancient capital of 
Israel. It came to a halt at Abu Gosh, a 
beige Arab village clinging to the hillside 
and embroidered with almond blossoms, 
like the skirt of a geisha girl. Among the 
motley passengers getting on here—Arab 
women ‘in colorful native dress, Jewish 
and Arab workmen, rowdy boys coming 
back from a hike—was Naomi, an Israeli 
policewoman. She smiled with such 
friendliness that it was but natural for 
me to ask her name. 

“Naomi,” she replied. Young people 
seldom bother with their family names 
here. I told her my name, and we were 
friends. 

Naomi is seventeen and has just taken 
on her first job: she is a policewoman- 
interpreter at Abu Gosh, a task she took 
for “national service.” In Israel every 
young person finishing school (or who is 





In_ ballet 
Biblical 


dances 


from seventeen to nineteen years old) is 
required to give two years of essential 
service to the country because of the 
emergency situation at home and in the 
world. These two years can be spent 
either in military training or in other 
essential work; for instance, many girls 
choose to go to the outlying frontier 
settlements as “land girls” to increase 
food production, as did British women 
during the war. Other vocations in “na- 
tional service” are nursing and teaching. 
A great many young people also go out 
to work in the immigrant camps—one of 
the most vital tasks in national service. 
Almost two hundred thousand newcom- 
ers to Israel—largely homeless people 
from wartorn European countries—live in 
tents while homes are being built for 
them. Most of these newscomers are des- 
titute, which means that immediately 
upon arrival they need every kind of as- 
sistance—from a first meal and first blan- 
ket onward. In the past three years, the 


Life for a seventeen-year-old girl in Israel : 
combines the modern with the enchantment of old 
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population of Israel has been doubled 
with these homeless people. Helping to 
establish new homes and new lives for 
them in Israel is a big job—one of the 
main reasons why every young person 
gives two years of national service to 
the country. 

Naomi chose another type of essential 
work—the job of policewoman-interpreter 
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at Abu Gosh. With people moving into 
Israel from some sixty-odd countries, it is 
necessary until all learn Hebrew, the 
official Israeli language, to be able to 
converse in many tongues with the new- 
comers. A traffic policewoman, therefore, 
would have to know several languages, 
and in the police stations, as at most 
public offices, someone must be an able 
translator in order to read and translate 
the letters, complaints, and cases that 
come up and must be recorded in He- 
brew. Naomi knows Arabic as well as 
Hebrew. (Since Abu Gosh is an Arab 
village, the veiled Moslem women very 
much appreciate her presence there, for 
Moslem women shun contact with any 
men but those of their own family. 
Naomi is able to help them with permits 
and other matters relating to their needs 
and her work.) She is almost equally 
fluent in English, and she understands 
both Spanish and French. 

It is not unusual for girls in Israel to 
know three languages, for Hebrew, Eng- 
lish, and Arabic are all taught at school. 
Naomi graduated from high school just 
before taking on this job. School hours 
had been from seven in the morning until 
two in the afternoon, with a recess break 
and an hour for a hot lunch prepared at 
school by the domestic-science classes. 
School begins early in Israel because the 
mornings are delightfully cool. In the 
afternoons, during the heat of the day, 
everyone takes a nap. 

Naomi’s family is an average middle- 
class one in Jerusalem, a city famous for 
the scholars who are drawn there by the 
city’s many religious and educational in- 
stitutions. 

Naomi’s father is a translator by pro- 
fession; he comes from Holland and 
knows almost every language spoken 
in Western Europe. Naomi’s mother’s 
people came to Israel from Spain about 
the same time Queen Isabella equipped 
Columbus for the journey which re- 
sulted in the discovery of America. She 
still looks Spanish, and also speaks it. 

Naomi, like her mother, is a “sabra.” 
The word means “cactus pear” and is the 
nickname given to people born in Israel 
because, like that fruit, they are sup- 


Left: Naomi finds dancing 
school at Rina Biblicat both 


fun and healthful exercise 
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Right: As a_ policewoman 


Naomi meets many people, 
must speak many languages 
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posed to be prickly on the outside and 
exceedingly sweet within. 

Like a typical sabra, Naomi has an 
olive skin and dark eyes, and her rich, 
abundant, wavy hair is black and unruly. 
Her little sister Varda (which means 
“Rose”) is also a sabra type, of the 
blond variety, for there seem to be two 
distinct colorings now typical of the new 
race of Israelis: very dark and rather 
fair, depending whether their ancestors 
hail from the Orient or the Occident. 
The features of both, however, are 
similar: the girls are softly curved, slim, 
and of medium height; they have luxuri- 
ant hair, small noses, gentle features. 

Naomi’s family lives in Rehavia, a 
charming quarter in the new part of 
Jerusalem: where both girls were born 
and brought up. The house is built of 
the natural pink stone of Jerusalem. The 
rooms are high-ceilinged and airy to 
combat the long, warm summers; the 
floors are made of cool stone tiles. There 
are pieces of mosaic Oriental and carved 
Druse furniture in the house, as well as 
a great deal of decorative copper’ and 
brass hammered out by hand in the an- 
cient workshops of the city. For the rest 
the house is comfortably modern with 
two or three paintings by local artists, 
much-sat-in upholstered chairs, a native 
Killin rug, and all the books and knick- 
knacks that accumulate in a home which 
has been lived in for over twenty years. 
Naomi and Varda share a_ bedroom. 
Guests are put up on the divan in the 
sitting room unless it is one of the girls’ 
friends. Then the camp cot is unfolded 
in their room so the girls can talk half 
the night if they want to do so. 

Because of the thousands of people 
in Israel needing immediate help, the 
things which Israelis have to do without 
are many. Naomi’s little sister, for in- 
stance, gets only eight quarts of milk a 
month; Naomi gets none at all. Their 
sugar ration is only two cups per person 
a month. There is no chocolate or candy 
for adults, but children get one bar of 
chocolate a month. The family gets a 
taste of meat only on the Sabbath, and 
each portion is only two ounces. Fruits 
and vegetables (Continued on page 59) 








Naomi and her younger sister, Varda, 
love to sit before the fire reading 
the works of the Hebrew poet, Bialik 











On modern Jaffa Road Naomi and favorite 
friend, Bobby, a blond American student, 
keep their weekly movie date together 








The story of the Bible comes alive for 
Naomi as she walks through the narrow 


rocky streets of her ancient Jerusalem 
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CONCLUSION 


must warn him not to stop. Alone, he might ride to 
safety. 

“Go back,” she called, her throat dry, her head throbbing. 
“Ride fast.” 

Apparently not understanding her, he rode straight up to 
them. “You playing Indians?” he asked doubtfully. 

“No,” Melinda said, “they're real ones! Look!” 

Startled, Dennis looked over the rise. Then he began to 
laugh heartily. 

“They aren’t any more Indians than I am.” He kept on 
laughing, wiping his eyes. “Just clumps of bear grass. They 
seem to move when you move. You can safely go back to 
your bone gathering. Say,” he added curiously, “what are you 
gathering those old bones for anyway?” 

Something exploded inside Melinda—fear, humiliation, an- 
ger. Who was this Dennis Kennedy that he should laugh at 
them, and find it amusing that they had been mistakenly 
frightened and that they were gathering bones? Her face went 
white with anger. 

“The boys are gathering bones to buy a pony of their own. 
And before that we gathered them so we could have money 
to pay on our land. You wouldn’t understand about things like 
that,” she said fiercely. Dennis had stopped laughing in the 
face of her anger. “If you want a pony, all you have to do is 
ask for one. You have thousands of acres of land you have 
never worked for at all, and you laugh at us because we have 


r | Yue horseman was Dennis Kennedy. Melinda knew she 


16 








to gather bones for even a few of the things you have without 
turning your hand for them.” 

“I—” began Dennis. 

“Annie was right,” she flung at him, beginning to tremble 
and trying not to cry. “You probably won’t ever amount to 
anything. You have had things too easy.” She got back on the 
wagon, followed by Katie and the astonished twins, picked 
up the lines and drove off. She did not look back, but she felt 
that Dennis stood for some time watching her. 


It was a long time before Melinda even could think 
of the way she had talked to Dennis without blushing. She 
tried to excuse her conduct by telling herself she had been so 
frightened she did not know what she was doing, but she 
finally admitted she had had no excuse. Perhaps Dennis didn’t 
really have things as easy as people said he did. He might be 
happier if he had work to do. She began to feel less em- 
barrassed and somehow a little sorry for Dennis. The next 
time she saw him she would apologize to him. To her surprise 
the twins said nothing about the Indian incident. Perhaps it 
was because they were embarrassed at being fooled, too; per- 
haps it was because they were completely absorbed in their 
new pony, Prince. They offered to let Melinda ride him and 
she accepted their offer. 

Prince started off at an easy trot, then broke into a low, 
swinging gallop. Melinda was exultant. This was like flying! 
The wind whistled through her hair and sang around her ears. 
Just as she reached the dugout Mama came up the steps. 

“Melinda Pierce!” she cried. “Get off that horse this minute.” 
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HONS FREE 
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Melinda knew that Mama was outraged at the way her old- 
est daughter looked. The skirt of her calico dress had pulled 
up above her knees, for she was riding bareback and astride, 
the way the boys rode. She slid to the ground, her hair loose 
and her dress torn. 

“When you ride, you'll ride sideways, like a lady,” Mama 
said with determination. “Tomorrow I'm going to start you 
on organ lessons and painting. I don’t know why I didn’t do 
it long ago.” 


By April the wild flowers were aglow on the surface 
of the prairie—rich warm tones of yellows, reds, browns, and 
oranges. The phee’lark sat upon fence posts and poured his 
haunting, liquid melody over the land. Melinda didn't like the 
organ any better than she did painting, and there was no fun 
riding sidesaddle. But Katie took to music as easily as she did 
to painting, and she had a sweet voice. 

Melinda was ashamed of her own indifferent success, and 
would not admit that the only lesson she really enjoyed was 
the riding lesson, which took her out of doors. Instead she 
wrote to her friends in East Texas: 


Dear Girls, 

I am having riding lessons, music lessons, and painting 
lessons. Mama is teaching me, and I am trying hard, so 
when I get back, I won't be too far behind you. 


One day Mr. Foster and Annie drove up to the Pierce dug- 
out. Annie’s hair was neatly combed and she wore shoes and 
stockings. She had a book in her hand. 
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Riding this way was like flying to Melinda but Mama, 
” 


outraged, cried, “Get off that horse this minute! 


“It’s a bunch of fairy tales,” she explained to Melinda. 
“Never read such lies in my life, but they're wonderful. 
Dennis Kennedy gave it to me.” The girls were walking 
toward the dugout. “He came by one day when I was 
a-reading a newspaper. I up and told him about how 
you had been spending so much time learning me to 
read, so he fetched me this book.” 

Melinda urged her to read from it. She complied 
proudly, then added, “It’s all your doings, you know, 
the way I look. You taught me to read, then Dennis 
gave me this book. It’s all about princesses and knights. 
They always had their hair combed and wore shoes and 
stockings, so I started combing my hair and washing 
my face. I pestered Pa to get me some shoes and I wear 
them, even if they do near about kill my feet. But it’s 
all due to you, Melinda, and I'm so grateful I don't 


2 know how to tell you.” 


Embarrassed, Melinda said, “You do look awfully 
nice, Annie.” Annie pointed to the cover of her book on 
which was a picture of a knight, tall and slim, riding 
on a white horse. “Say, who does this make you think 
of?” she asked. 

“I don't know,” Melinda answered, although she 
knew very well. 

“Dennis Kennedy,” Annie told her, “and this prin- 
cess looks like you. He’—there was no doubt whom 
Annie meant—“thinks you're neat, and awfully pretty. 
He said so. He’s gone away, you know.” 

“Gone away?” Melinda repeated. 

“Yep, he’s gone to Kansas City to see cousins. Nick 
said he just made up his mind all of a sudden and 
off he went.” 

Dennis was gone—and she hadn't apologized to him. 

The days slipped by, warm and dry. “If it would 
only rain,” Papa said, despairingly. 

June passed and still there was no rain. The maize 
looked sick. The heat was bad enough, but the wind was 
worse. It seemed cruel and pitiless, as if it were try- 
ing to run the Pierce family off the land. The drought 
extended all over the Panhandle. Homesteader after 

homesteader left, their wagons trailing by the dugout every 
day. One wagon bore a sign making a joke of their plight: “In 
Texas we trusted, in Texas we busted.” But many were bitter. 

“We're going to have to sink some extra wells,” Nick said 
one day when he and Herman rode by. “We're on our way 
to Amarillo now to line up a crew and a welldigger.” 

“I wish I could order one of those wells,” Papa said as he 
watched the cowboys ride off. 

The organ and painting lessons continued for Melinda. She 
had thought when the maize crop failed that Papa and Mama 
would change their minds about sending her back to Lewis- 
ville in the fall, but a letter had come from Grandmother re- 
minding them of their promise. The Fourth passed without 
celebration. It was too hot and dry for a picnic. 

Early the next morning Papa saddled one of the team and 
rode away. He came back at suppertime looking pleased and 
happy. “I have a job,” he told them, “helping the welldiggers 
over at the ranch.” 

“How much do they pay?” Mama asked. 

“Nothing—and everything. If I help them, they'll come over 
here and sink a well for me, right between the house and the 
shed. We'll have a well of our own!” 

This was something about which the whole family could 
rejoice and for which all of them could plan. Melinda knew 
Papa was thinking of the independence he would gain. He 
would never again have to ask anybody for water! He would 
harness the wind and it would free him. 

Before Papa left he had a talk with the three oldest chil- 
dren. “I’m leaving Mama and Katie (Continued on page 47) 
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The Sunday School Hymn 
First Nonfiction Award 


The Sunday school superintendent was say- 
ing, “Number one-hundred six—one-hundred 
six.”? A pause. Then the girl with the red bil- 
lowy skirt, fine blonde hair, and small slim 
hands began to play. I held the hymn book 
loosely, half laying it on my knees. The stained 
windows on either side of me were open. One 
window seemed to be yawning, beckoning the 
bright autumn morning to come inside and 
play a while. Its opposite, more timid, could 
only whisper “Please” to the fluffy white 
clouds and clear blue sky. The sky was high, 
high—never stopping—going on and on. The 
sunshine poured through the windows— 
through, through, through the walls and me 
and the windows. The gentle autumn breeze 
tenderly caressed a painted leaf and guided 
it, past the window, to the soft springy grass 
below. Green and blue, below and above, and 
graceful, still trees that sadly and yet proudly 
lost their gay, wispy leaves to the sweet, 
green grass. 

I looked from the outside world to the 
world there inside my church, to the vacant 
choir loft and the rows of blank staring pews 
in front—warm brown wooden pews, march- 
ing in straight, even, single file, way down 
to where the superintendent was standing. 
I measured each pew carefully, counting the 
backs, the carved ends, and the seats that 
were sad and silent. 

The first verse was over. The men’s, 
women’s, and children’s voices blended to- 
gether—swelling into the crescendos, then 
falling and softening before the chorus. I 
walked into the music, through, through the 
chords of the piano, and through the voices, 
some deep, others high. I climbed carefully, 


18 


Here is your own department in the magazine. Watch for the an- 
nouncements each month and send us your best original short stories, 


poems, nonfiction, photographs, and drawings. See page 64 for details. 


surely, to the top of the church—then 
floated, drifting lazily to the front 
pew. The music swelled and pulled 
me into it—then pushing, pushing, 
pushing. To the very back bench. The 
very familiar bench, the very kind 
bench. The piano and singing stopped. 
Not slowly and unevenly, but very 
quietly and quickly. I moved my 
hands; my book had fallen shut upon 
them. The hymn had been something 
about the world being good and pure. 
I blinked; the hymn was finished and 
over. But I knew the world was good 
and pure and, yes, beautiful, too. Oh, 
so good, pure, beautiful. 
ERMALOU RODDA 
(age 17) Ossian, Indiana 























FIRST ART AWARD: 
PAT COX (age 14) Miles 
City, Montana 


FIRST PHOTOGRAPHY 
AWARD: 
SANDRA JEAN KLINE 
(age 14) Lima, Ohio 





FIRST PHOTOGRAPHY AWARD: 7» 
DONNA WEIERICH (age 13) Moline, Illinois 


What Is It? 
Top Poetry Award 


Is it magic? 

Does it move? 

Is it really, truly there? 
Do I see it? 

Can I hear it? 

Is it pulling at my hair? 
Is it I? 

Or is it you? 

Do you see it dancing there? 
There it is! 

Now it’s gone! 

Oh, tell me, sister fair, 

Is that a spirit on the wall 
Or just the candle’s flare? 
FRANCES ADAMS (age 16) 
Las Cruces, New Mexico 


Loyal to the End 
First Fiction Award 


The wind shrieked notes of defiance, it 
freezing fingers lashing the foliage and 
making the trees and bushes bow before 
it. The gray dismal sky hung close to th4 
earth, sending avalanches of snow swirl 
ing to the ground. Almost invisible in th¢ 
storm, the ghostly gray form of a wol 
slunk slowly along. His hair was matted 
to his skeleton-like frame, clearly display 
ing each of his ribs. His jaws, lined wit} 
dried blood, hung open, showing spikeq 

(Continued on page 61) 
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by ALBERTA EISEMAN 


Drawing by Sylvia Haggander 


ALL IS WITH US again; the trees are 
issere their yearly spectacle, and 

pumpkins are starting to appear 
on roadside stands. You are back in 
school and all settled by now, happy to 
be with your old friends again, anxious 
to meet some of the new students. What 
could be better than to have a party? 
And what party could be gayer than one 
celebrating this wonderful time of year, 
the time for harvest and county fairs? 
Shake that summer laziness out of your 
system! Don’t make this just a get-to- 
gether; make it a big party—one to re- 
member all through your school years. 
Plan it for your class, your club, or, if 
yours is a small one, the whole school. 

But don’t forget that word planning: 
it’s your key to a successful party. School 
dances don’t just grow like Topsy, the 
way a Saturday-night get-together might. 
They need thought and time and team- 
work! 

Start the ball rolling by suggesting the 
idea to your classmates; then elect a 
party chairman. You'll have to organize 
committees to take care of all the details: 
decorations, entertainment, and prizes, 
and last but certainly not least, refresh- 
ments. 

At your very first meeting, there are a 
number of things you should straighten 
out. First of all, the date and place of 
your party. The school gym is a fine 
place, so let’s use a gym as our example. 
(You might prefer the local Y, or any 
large hall available in your home town. 
Either would do, but make sure no one 
else will be using the spot you've picked 





Welcome the new school year with an exciting party that is really different 


on the night of your dance.) Then let 
your thoughts turn to that age-old prob- 
lem: finance. Music, food, and decora- 
tions all take money. Let each committee 
figure out how much it will need, then 
make a budget. You can raise the neces- 
sary funds by collecting a certain amount 
from each participant, or by selling 
tickets. If your class or club has a fund 
set aside for such events, then, of course, 
you're all set. Between the time you be- 
gin planning your party and the day it 
finally comes off, you should have sever- 
al meetings, so the various committees 
can keep each other informed about the 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 


work they are doing. And don’t forget 
one last huddle just before D-for-Dance 
Day: it’s the only way to avoid those 
last-minute jitters. 

Decorating the gym is one of the big 
tasks you face. You may not actually be 
able to put up the decorations until just 
before partytime: after all, you wouldn't 
want a basketball to go sailing right 
through your beautiful creations. What 
you'll have to do is round up your props 
ahead of time, borrow all the tools you 
might possibly need, get all your decora- 
tions made. Then, the afternoon of the 
dance you can start putting everything 


in place. Don’t underestimate the amount 
of work this will take: you'll need a large 
decorating staff with plenty of would-be 
carpenters. 

Now for some practical suggestions on 
how to turn your old school gym into 
the busiest, prettiest county fair you ever 
did see. Remember that your gym may 
present different problems from the one 
described here. So, use these ideas as a 
guide, not a blueprint. 

Now-—let’s go to work on those exer- 
cise bars. They may do wonders for your 
muscles, but they really don’t belong at 
your county fair. (Continued on page 28) 
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by FAY ALCOTT 


Your hands tell a story about you. See that 


yours express grace, poise, and good grooming 


IKE THE STANDARDS of beauty in 
faces, the standards of what 
makes a_ pretty hand have 

changed since grandmother, or even 
mother, was a girl. Both, we think, for 
the better. Today, regular features 
and a rosebud mouth are not the only 
attributes to be acclaimed as lovely 
by any means, and no longer must a 
hand be small and slender, snow- 
white and_ useless-looking to bring 
forth compliments. Your hands may 
be square with good, practical fingers; 
they may be large or small, well 
browned by the sun or naturally pale, 
and still be considered in the realm 
of pretty to look at. But they must be 
well cared for, with nails immaculate 
and cuticle neat. If they are red and 
rough-skinned in these days of won- 
derful, inexpensive hand lotions, that 
is no one’s fault but your own. Even 
the hardiest sort of work, everything 
from scouring pans to scrubbing floors, 
is no excuse for ugly unkempt hands. 
And to have badly cared for nails is 
really a sign of little more than lazi- 
ness. 

Caring for the hands and nails is 
not such a tiresome chore as some 
people make out. It does take time 
and skill and the adoption of a regu- 
lar routine. But you can find the time 
if you want to, can acquire the skill, 
and discipline yourself to the routine 
it the will to do it is there. Begin now 
to give yourself a weekly manicure. 
The tools needed are few: an orange- 
wood stick, a bottle of cuticle soften- 
er, an emery board (better than a 
file) and a clipper or pair of nail 
scissors for trimming ragged edges and 
hangnails. As a matter of fact, once 
you have established your weekly 
routine with the cuticle softener, you 
will have less and less use for the 
clippers or scissors. 


The procedure is simple. First 
shape your nails with the emery board, 
but don’t make sharp-pointed spikes 
of them. Filing them down too close 
at the sides can cause nails to break 
off below the cuticle line. It can be 
painful, too, and may be a source of 
infection. A gentle oval is the best, 
beginning well over the edge of the 
finger. How long you keep your nails 
depends on what kind of work you 
do with your hands and whether or 
not the nail tissue itself is hard or 
soft. Very long nails are not con- 
sidered in good taste on anyone, nor 
are they attractive to look at, be- 
ing all too reminiscent of claws dis- 
carded eons ago by our primeval an- 
cestors. 

After the filing is finished, the next 
step is to soak the fingertips in warm 
water and soap. If your cuticle is hard 
and neglected, a soaking in warm oil 
such as olive oil or baby oil is helpful. 
(You can warm the oil by putting the 
bottle in a bowl of hot water for a 
while.) Then, with the end of the 
orangewood stick wrapped in cotton, 
dipped in the softener, you push back 
the cuticle until it is loose from the 
nail. Do this very gently, as the base 
of the nail is a very tender spot. If 
the cuticle is ragged or a hangnail 
adheres to the nail, cut this away with 
the scissors or clippers but do not cut 
any more than is absolutely necessary. 
Do take the precaution of sterilizing 
the scissors and clippers in hot water 
before you use them. Cutting the cu- 
ticle all around and all off will give 
you an ugly red line around your 
nails and will invite infection. Just as 
little cutting as you possibly can get 
away with is the rule. 

Once the cuticle is taken care of, 
wash your hands all over in warm 
water and soap and dry them; 
now use the (Continued on page 39) 


Reading from top to bottom: With an emery board file your nails into pretty ovals. 
Next, soak them in warm soapy water and wipe thoroughly dry. Then, with a 
cotton-tipped orangewood stick dipped in softener, gently push back the cuticles. 
Base coat goes on next to insure a long-lasting manicure; and finally a thin layet 
of rosy polish carefully applied in long. smooth strokes from cuticle to finger tip 


Photos by Dura-Gloss 





WITCH BY HELEN WOLFE. SEE DETAILS ON PAGE 47 
PHOTOGRAPH BY WILLIAM BENEDICT 
JEWELRY BY CORO 


La a) . . ° on r » ~ i. r . 
lo bewitch and beguile the most elusive of ghosts on Halloween, choose Berk’s woven 


pin-check taffeta dress. The middy bodice with velvet belt is fitted at the waist, and the 


full skirt flares from the hips. For that special touch, the velvet collar is sprinkled with 


pearls and rhinestones. In green, blue, and red, subteen 8-14, about $11 at the stores on page 66 
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A group of party dresses calculated | 
ill 

skirted beauties of rustling taffet 
gh 
at a harvest party in the junio 
PCO 
see page 66. For ideas on how! 


Above: Perfect for Saturday-evening socials is 
this versatile dress by Young Sophisticates. Of 
acetate taffeia, it has a bias-cut bodice with 
convertible nec' line and a wide obi belt. The 
three-quarter-length sleeves tie at the elbow. 
Skirt is full, with umbrella darts at the waist. 
About $15. Sizes 8-16 teen. Blue, rose, and green 
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1 tat! ee ee Left: Gather round the piano for a good old- 
fashioned song fest in Bonnie Blair’s dress 
of woven dot-striped taffeta. The full swing 
skirt has a narrow velvet belt and is topped ' 
with a fitted bodice. Collar and cuffs of the 
short sleeves are piped with self fabric. In sub- 
teen sizes 8-14, about $8. Black and white only 





OCTOBER, 1952 


Below: For the party to be given after the foot- 
ball game, wear Shirley Lee’s two-piece outfit 
of velveteen. The taut princess jacket fastens 
from neck to waist with jet buttons and is 
trimmed with braid loops. About $8, Full skirt 
has a large pointed pocket. About $9. Both in 
sizes 9-15 for teens. Black, red, violet, brass 





elt the heart of any stag ine—full- 











lated | 
ille, and luxurious velveteen, photographed 

taffet 

gh gym. For where-to-buy information, 

junio 

pcorate your own school gym, see page 19 
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Right: This lovely dress leads a double life. 
Petiteen’s fine-quality faille jumper dress was 
' designed to be worn with or without a blouse. 
The bodice, trimmed with rhinestone pins, 
has three bands of self piping. Shoulders are 
built up to give a cap-sleeve look. Subteen 
sizes 8-14, about $11. Red, navy, and green 





{bove: Dress up for your Halloween party in 
this taffeta outfit by R.A.R. The underdress 
has scalloped neckline and a wide bouffant 
skirt. Velvet belt is of a contrasting color. 
The fitted Spencer jacket has short sleeves with 
bow ties. In subteen sizes 8-14, it’s about $11. 
Charcoal, navy, green, rose, and hydrangea 


PHOTOGRAPHED BY RAY SOLOWINSKI 

AT THE GREAT NECK, NEW YORK, JUNIOR HIGH SCHOOL 
PROPS BY DAVID HAMBURGER, INC. 

JEWELRY BY CORO 
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Fuaty.fov Shit 


All dressed up in your best bib and tucker! Here are three 






Pigtail Fashions’ pretty classic blouse of 
one hundred per cent worsted wool jersey 
has short sleeves and a back closing. The 
tiny collar is the perfect background for 
your favorite jewelry. Sizes 10-14, sub- 
teen, it’s about $4. Red, green, and gold 
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Sheer beauty in a short-sleeved nylon tri- 
cot blouse by Sally Mason. It fastens with 
rhinestone buttons. The front is vertically 
tucked and stitched with multicolored 
threads. Removable collar of nylon velvet. 
White only. About $5, sizes 9-15 for teens 





blouses that will add a touch of holiday gaiety to your winter 


skirts. For the store nearest you. see page 66 


Drawings by Seena Sand 


Be pretty as a picture in this lovely blouse 
of nylon marquisette by Sally Mason. It has 
three-quarter-length, push-up sleeves and a 
high neck trimmed with velvet drawstring 
bow. The front is horizontally tucked. White 
only. it’s about $5 in sizes 9-15 for teens 
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by HELEN ELLSBERG 
It was fun but hard work for eleven- 
year-old Joyce to start her own news 


column for a big daily newspaper 


ITY EDITORS are not easy 

people to surprise, but 

Wyman Riley, city edi- 
tor of the Vallejo, California, 
“News-Chronicle,” looked some- 
what startled when the small, 
eleven-year-old girl sitting 
across the desk from him an- 
nounced that she wanted to be 
a reporter on his paper. 

She told him shyly and po- 
litely that she had become in- 
terested in newspaper work 
during a recent visit to their 
printing plant. She had noticed 
that all the different sections of 
the city had news in the paper, 
except the large subdivision in 
which her family lived. She 
would like to do their column of 
neighborhood news. 

Mr. Riley, pleased with her 
initiative, although doubtful of 
her ability, said she might bring 
in a sample column, and he would think 
it over. The sample was so surprisingly 
good that she was told she could write 
a weekly column during vacation! 

Now that she had the job, Joyce felt 
somewhat overwhelmed. The “News- 
Chronicle” is: no four-page country 
weekly. It is an afternoon paper with a 
daily circulation of 23,500, and ranges 
in size from fourteen to thirty-six pages. 
It is read not only by citizens of Vallejo, 
but six other cities throughout the 
county, and several hundred people in 
rural areas. There are ten people on the 
editorial staff. It looked as big as “The 
New York Times” to Joyce, but she took 
a deep breath and went resolutely about 
her job. 

All summer long the young reporter 
with the burnished red hair and friendly 
smile gathered her personal and neigh- 
borhood news and met her deadlines. 
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She was not being paid, but she felt it 
was a grand experience, and she got a 
real thrill out of seeing her column, 
“Beverly Hills News” in the paper with 
the by-line, “By Joyce Hodge.” When 
school started, she thanked Mr. Riley 
for the experience and regretfully put 
away her reporter's pad. 

But “News-Chronicle” readers were 
not a bit happy about the situation. They 
liked Joyce’s bright, informal style. They 
wrote letters galore to the paper, and 
called on the telephone and in person 
to request that the column be continued. 
So great was the interest that two months 
before her twelfth birthday, she was 
added to the staff of the “News-Chron- 
icle” as a regular columnist at a salary of 
$30 a month. 

She did most of her news gathering 
on week ends. Some she got by tele- 
phoning, and some by calling in person. 





Photo by Algx Vierheller 


Joyce got much of her news 
by telephone, but often she 
had to make visits in person 


Many people called her to 
give her their news. Her 
column, two to three hun- 
dred words in length, ran 
once a week—occasionally 
twice a week if there were 
an unusual amount of news. 

However, the life of a columnist in no 
way hindered Joyce’s participation in 
Franklin Junior High School affairs. She 
was a member of the honor society, a 
prize winner in a city-wide spelling con- 
test and in an essay contest conducted 
by the Business and Professional Wom- 
an’s Club. She also found time to be an 
officer in Job’s Daughters, (a junior 
girls’ organization sponsored by the 
Masonic Lodge), a member of the Y 
Teens and help make toys for the Red 
Cross. 

Along with her school homework and 
news gathering, she liked to spend time 
on her hobbies of sewing and _horse- 
back riding with her two younger 
brothers, Tommy and Richard. Since the 
members of her family have always been 
ardent horsemen, the Hodges owned two 
horses—a black named Major, and 
Cappy, a pinto. (Continued on page 39) 
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Each Pattern 30e 


These patterns may be pur- 
chased from The American 
Girl, Pattern Dept., 155 East 
44th Street, New York City 
17. When ordering, be sure 
to enclose the correct amount 
for each pattern (sorry, no 
C.O.D.’s) and state size. We 
pay the postage. For your 
convenience there is a clip- 
out order blank on page 64. 


9364: The soft folds which frame the shoulder-wide neckline, 
and a spanking big bow lend a just-right touch of party glamour 
to a frock for sizes 11-17. For an extra-gay swish, wear it over 
your best crinoline petticoat. Size 13 requires 6% yards 35” fabric 


9257: Well-fitting, with slim princess lines, this smartly simple 
dress can be worn to school and right on to after-class festivities. 
Cotton, rayon, or taffeta, plain or printed; would be a good choice 
for it. For sizes 10-16. Size 12 calls for 414 yards of 35” material 
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Drawings by Florence Maier 


9380 





9380: For the get-together after a big game, wear this skirt 
with your prettiest sweater or blouse. There are no side seams, the 
back yoke assuring a smooth fit. It is shown in striped corduroy, 
and comes in waist sizes 24-28. Any size takes only 1 yard 54” fabric 


4829: A crisp, dainty apron that will really protect her frock is 
a must for every hostess. This one comes in small, medium, and 
large sizes, in bib and half-apron styles, with the embroidery pat- 
tern included. Bib version, in small, needs 1% yards 35” material 
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HE crisP, colorful days of autumn are 

the beginning of the holiday season. 

Every week, it seems, brings a 
reason for a party. Halloween usually starts 
the ‘estivities, with football games and 
school, church, and club affairs crowd- 
ing right into Thanksgiving and the Christ- 
mas _ holidays. 

It’s fun to give a party—to take over 
kitchen and living room, with maybe just a 
little wise counsel from Mother. It’s good 
practice for any girl, too. She will learn to 
plan refreshments and entertainment, to pre- 
pare and serve a variety of good food. And 
in the learning she will gain poise, con- 
fidence, and a feeling for genuine hospitality. 

However much you may be admired for 
your tasty casseroles or barbecued ham- 
burgers, you will really gain a reputation 
as a razor-sharp cook when you can turn 
out melt-on-the-tongue, pretty-as-a-picture 
desserts. Practice on the family (you will 
benefit both from their honest criticism and 
praise) and keep eyes and ears open for 
new, tricky ways of cooking, serving, and 
gernishing. 

The many excellent recipes sent in for 
this issue convinced us that young folks 
really go for rich, nutty, fruity concoctions. 
We hope you will like those we have se- 
lected for publication, and that some of 
them will help to boost your reputation as 
a dessert-maker to a new high. 


Now for some really big news! 
Beginning in the January, 1953, issue, some- 
thing new and exciting will be added to 
our Cooking Department. Each month we 
will publish, along with the recipes you 
send in, an article on the particular kind 
of cookery featured in that issue. If the 
recipe you send has been especially help- 
ful or valuable in any way, write us a 
letter describing your experience and send 
it along with the recipe. The atfthor of the 
article may wish to quote from your letter. 

Help get the new Cooking Department 
off to a fine start by sending in your fav- 
orite recipes and interesting letters to share 
with all AMERICAN GiRL readers. So many 
of you have asked for recipes suitable for 
low-calorie diets that we chose Low-Calorie 
Dishes as the subject for the January, 1953, 
issue, and we are looking forward to re- 
ceiving many excellent recipes and good 
letters. 

For every recipe printed in the magazine 
we will pay $1.00. See page 38 for details. 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 


PARTY DESSERTS 
by JUDITH MILLER 


MOCHA CAKE 


The combination of chocolate and coffee 
flavors gives this cake a wonderful flavor. 


2 cups flour 1% cups sugar 
Ya teaspoon baking Ye cup shortening 
powder % cup buttermilk or 
1 teaspoon baking sour milk 
soda ¥ cup cold strong 
1 teaspoon salt coffee 
1 teaspoon cinnamon 2 eggs 


Y2 cup cocoa 1 teaspoon vanilla 


Sift dry ingredients into mixing bowl. Add 
shortening, milk, and coffee. Beat thoroughly 
with electric mixer on medium speed for 2 
minutes. (If mixing by hand, 100 strokes 
equal 1 minute by mixer.) Add unbeaten 
eggs and vanilla. Beat 1 minute. Bake in 2 
greased 8” layer pans at 350° for 30 to 35 
minutes. Cool. 


Mocha Frosting: 


% cup sugar Ye teaspoon cream of 
Y2 cup light corn tartar 
syrup Y% teaspoon vanilla 


2 egg whites 
3 teaspoons strong 
coffee 


3 tablespoons shaved 
unsweetened 
chocolate 


Combine all ingredients, except vanilla 
and chocolate, in top of double boiler. 
Place over rapidly boiling water and beat 
with rotary beater until mixture stands in 
peaks. Remove from heat; add vanilla. Frost 
cooled layers, and decorate cake with shaved 
chocolate. 


Sent by BarBara JEAN CANOVA 
Woodcliff Lake, New Jersey 


GRAPE DELIGHT 


A perfect dessert with a hearty meal, or 
for afternoon party refreshments. 


1 cup pineapple cubes, 
¥2 cup sugar drained 
2 tablespoons lemon 1 cup sliced red Tokay 
juice grapes 
1 cup cream, whipped 2 cups diced 
marshmallows 
¥2 cup chopped nuts 


2 eggs 


Combine well-beaten eggs, sugar, and 
lemon juice in top of double boiler. Cook 
until slightly thickened, stirring constantly. 
Cool. Fold in remaining ingredients. Chill 
5 to 6 hours, or overnight. Serve in sher- 


a 
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bert glasses, topping each with a maraschino 
cherry, if desired. 
Sent by Lucite TREROTOLA 
Montclair, New Jersey 


BLACK-BOTTOM PIE 
Chocolate lovers, especially, will like this. 
It is really simple to make, and is a truly 
eye-catching dessert. 
Crust: 
1% cups graham- 


cracker crumbs, 
finely crushed 


2 tablespoons con- 
fectioners’ sugar 
Y% cup melted butter 


Combine ingredients, and press on bottom 
and sides of greased 9” pie plate. Bake 
a: 350° for 10 minutes. Cool before filling. 
Filling: 

4 eggs 

2 cups milk, scalded 

1 tablespoon cornstarch 

1 cup sugar 

1 package chocolate 
bits 

Separate eggs. Beat yolks in top of double 
beiler, and gradually add milk. Blend corn- 
starch with % cup of the sugar and add to 
milk mixture. Cook over hot water, stirring 
constantly, until mixture coats a metal 
spoon. Remove from heat. To 1% cups of 
this hot custard add the chocolate bits, and 
pour into cooked pie shell. To the remain- 
ing hot custard, add the gelatin, which has 
been softened in the cold water. Stir until 
gelatin is dissolved. Cool until the mixture 
begins to thicken. Beat egg whites stiff; 
gradually beat in remaining 4% cup sugar. 
Fold egg whites into the thickened gelatin. 
Add vanilla. Pour over chocolate layer in 
pie shell. Chill 2 to 3 hours. Garnish with 
whipped cream. Top with a sprinkling of 
grated bitter chocolate, if desired. 


1 tablespoon 
unflavored gelatin 

“% cup cold water 

1 teaspoon vanilla 

1 cup whipped cream 


Sent by Canpace WaAITE 
Orange, Massachusetts 


PECAN STRAWBERRY SHORTCAKE 


Pecans in the biscuit dough make this 
shortcake extra-special and different. 


2 cups flour 1 egg 
3 teaspoons baking Y% cup milk 
powder % cup chopped pecans 


Y4 teaspoon salt 
3 tablespoons sugar shortening 
Ys cup shortening 3 cups strawberries 
1 cup whipped cream 
(Continued on page 37) 


2 tablespoons melted 
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Dress them up by hanging a large “bou- 
quet” of autumn leaves and ears ot corn at 
one end. Wrap gay strips of crepe paper 
around the bars. 

With a little imagination, the basketball 
nets can look like luscious horns of plenty. 
Sew or lace up the holes at the bottom of 
both nets, then fill them with pumpkins, 
gourds, yellow and red ears of corn, apples, 
branches of fall leaves—any colorful fruit or 
vegetable that comes to your mind. 

All around the gym, place a variety of 
interesting-looking’ objects like these: paper 
moons, red barns, silver-foil stars—all made 
out of paper; add old-fashioned lanterns, 
harnesses, and bridles. In each corner, lean 
wagon wheels or dried tree branches. If you 
can't round up the real thing, make your 
props out of cardboard. 

If you have a gym horse, don’t forget 
to give him the thrill of his life: dress him 
up, too. You can give him a mane and tail 
made of a sheaf of straw or heavy yarn. 
Use masking tape to fasten them to the 
horse. Throw a saddle over his back, put a 
rakish straw hat on top of the mane and 
he’s all set for the party. 

You can, if you'd like, make a_horse’s 
head (include the neck, too) out of card- 
board. The size of the head depends on the 
size of the horse, so you'll have to use your 
own judgment. To fasten the head and neck 
to the gym-horse body, cut two squares of 
cardboard the same width as the horse's 
neck. Number them 1 and 2. Mark each 
square into two equal halves by drawing a 
line down the center of each. Tape the en- 
tire upper half of square number 1 to the 
bottom edge of the horse’s neck. Fold the 
remaining lower half of the square out at a 
right angle. Follow the same procedure for 
square number 2 which goes on the reverse 
side of the horse’s neck. You will now have 
a “stand” for the horse’s head. Tape the 
stand to the top side of one end of the gym 
horse. Now, for an idea on how your gym 
can look, take a peek at pages 22 and 23. 


On one side of the gym rope off 
three or four sections which will be conces- 
sion stands. Here’s where the boys who have 
a talent for carpentry come in. Ask your 
manual-training instructor to give you some 
tips, too. One of your booths will be for re- 
freshments: more about that later. One can 
be a shooting gallery. (Doesn’t one of you 
have a set of darts?) Don’t forget, though, 
that each stand needs someone to man it. 
Perhaps the members of the entertainment 
committee can take turns at it. Another of 
the roped-off sections should be a_ place 
where you can sit down during intermis- 
sions. Round up barrels, wooden crates, 
stools, or just plain folding chairs. 

Now that the gym is all decorated (in 
words, at least!) shall we dress you up, too? 
Costumes are by no means essential to the 
success of a party, but the girls might find 
it fun to wear pinafores or cotton skirts, big 
hair bows, colorful aprons. And your beaus 
will cut quite a figure in overalls or jeans, 
with kerchiefs round their necks, plaid 
shirts, and stylish suspenders. Still, if you 
prefer wearing your new fall dress, parties 
can get along without costumes. 

There’s one thing, though, that they can’t 
du without, and that’s music. Here, your 
choice is twofold. If you can afford a band, 
that’s wonderful. Maybe your school or- 
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County Fair Frolie (Continued from page 19) 


chestra or local band would agree to wear- 
ing blue jeans and colorful shirts, just to 
add to the fun! If you decide on a jukebox, 
make arrangements to rent one way in ad- 
vance, and be sure the records available are 
the ones your crowd likes. If you decide to 
borrow someone’s record player, round up 
as many records as you can, slow ones as 
well as fast, to keep everyone happy. Don't 
torget to mark each disc with the name of 
the person who lent it. And speaking of 
music, how about arranging with the 
choir or glee club to sing a medley of folk 
songs during one of your intermissions? 
Ice breakers and games can add substan- 
tially to your fun, especially toward the be- 
ginning of the school year when you want 
to make friends with some of the new ar- 
rivals. Here are some old, some new. 
First, let’s take care of those first few 
minutes of your party when you're waiting 
for late-comers. How about a game? Tie an 
ear of corn to a breadboard, put a pad of 
paper and several pencils near it. Let every- 
one take a quick guess at the number of 









The 


Way 





for AL Red Feather Services 











kernels on the ear and write down the fig- 
ure. The member of the entertainment com- 
mittee who has been assigned to this game 
will have counted the kernels before party- 
time. The winner gets a bag of popcorn. 
As everybody is getting ready for the first 
dance—a square dance—a committee mem- 
ber hands each boy and girl a balloon on 
which a number has _ previously — been 
painted. (Black India ink works well.) Every 
boy will find a girl whose balloon bears the 
same number as his, and they'll promenade. 
After the square dance, you and your 
guests will certainly be very thirsty. Turn to 
your refreshment stand, where cider is king 
tonight. Pour it from big pottery jugs or big 
pitchers, and don’t forget to have plenty of 
paper cups ready. In case some of your 
crowd don't care for cider, prepare an or- 
ange-cranberry punch, very zesty, very re- 
freshing. For twenty-four tall glassfuls, mix 
four cans of frozen orange juice, four pint 
bottles of cranberry juice, % cup of lemon 
juice with two pint bottles of plain soda. 
Add sugar if desired. Pour over ice cubes 
in large bowls, decorate with orange slices. 
Double or triple the recipe according to the 
size of your party. Serve with a soup ladle. 
Another exciting dance is a back-to-back 
mixer. Have the boys line up facing one 
wall, the girls facing the opposite. As the 





music starts, both lines walk backward 
until each boy stumbles into a girl, who be- 
comes his partner for the next number. 
Here is a very special kind of ducking 
for apples you might like to try if your 
party is not too large. Two big tubs of 
water with apples in them are sitting side by 
side, off in the corner of the gym; one for 
the boys, one for the girls. Each apple has 
a number carved on it. You guessed it. You 
dance with the person whose apple has the 
same number as yours. But ordinary duck- 
ing for apples can be fun too, with a prize 
going to the one who gets the most apples 
in a fixed limit of time. It’s a good idea to 
protect the floor around this area with 
newspapers or tarpaulin before you start. 


By this time you'll all be ready 
fur some solid victuals. Here’s a way to 
handle the food problem: to save your re- 
freshment committee an awful lot of work, 
why not have each girl bring a lunch for 
two? Your committee can decide on an ap- 
proximate menu for everyone to follow, just 
so one girl won't outshine all the others. Your 
favorite sandwiches, pickles, doughnuts, and 
apples would fill the bill, and why not wrap 
it all up in a gay cotton kerchief, or ar- 
range it in a cute basket? At the beginning 
of the evening every girl can place her con- 
tribution on the refreshment stand, and one 
of the committee members can secretly tuck 
into each basket a piece of paper with the 
name of a boy present. When eatingtime 
comes round, each girl goes back to her 
creation and finds the name of her dinner 
partner inside. Incidentally, since the girls 
are providing the food, how about splitting 
the cost of cider and punch among the 
boys? It seems only fair. 

All rested and relaxed after refreshments? 
Then, here are a few more suggestions for 
you. Have you ever tried an apple dance? 
One couple is given a big red apple (no 
munching until the end of the dance, 
please). They pass it on to the next couple, 
who hand it to the next; whoever is caught 
with it when the music stops, steps out of 
the dance. The last two on the floor get red 
candied apples for their perseverance. 

If you want one last mixer before you 
call it an evening, try a Cinderella dance. 
Every girl puts one of her shoes in a pile 
and, without peeking at the shoes on the 
girls’ feet, each boy chooses one shoe in the 
pile. Each boy dances with the girl wear- 
ing the mate to the shoe he picked. 

By this time, it’s after twelve, and time 
for all good Cinderellas to head home. Just 
one more dance? All right, make it a special 
one, a lucky dance. Before partytime, the 
committee will have picked out a secret 
lucky spot on the dance floor. (Poor com- 
mittee members, they won't be able to com- 
pete this time!) Best have the committee 
members measure this spot’s distance from 
the walls accurately, though, to avoid any 
confusion in determining the winners. You 
might have two or more couples so close to 
the lucky spot that you'll need to get out 
the ruler and count inches. The coupie 
nearest to the “lucky spot” when the music 
ends wins two prizes—one for the boy, one 
for the girl. Pick out thoughtful gifts this 
time, not just something to nibble. Make it 
a present the winner will want to take home 
and keep as a reminder of what, we hope, 
has been a wonderful party! THE END 


OCTOBER, 1952 
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choir girl 
an angel of a blouse to top 
everything you own! 


oy te 


A real charmer to “go with” 
your favorite jumpers and suits. 
Clever details .. . luscious colors 
... wonderful, wearable, washable 
broadcloth at an angelically 


low price! White, pink, 
emerald, bittersweet, 


harvest gold. Sizes 32 to 38. 
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PARIS SHOPS, Dept. AG-10-1, 509 Main St., 
New Rochelle, N. Y. 
Please send me (add 19¢ tor postage & handling) 


m Siz Color _ 2nd. Col 
OIR GIRL BLOUSE @ 2.95 
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about $1.98 


Hi Angel! Halo your face with these 
fashion-right Clip Caps ...designed 

to keep you warm and gay when 
Winter comes. 100% pure virgin wool 

in twelve season-bright colors... 
smartly trimmed with rich Mouton fur.* 


*Mouton Processed Dyed Lamb 


At all good stores... 
CINDERELLA knit-knacks co, 
29 West 36 Street * New York 18, N. Y. 
Chicago: 104] Mdse. Mart 
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All-Around Pleated 
Orlon Skirt 
Miracle orlon and 
rayon that can be 
machine washed! 
With slenderizing 
permanent pleats 
that always stay in. 
Tan or gray. 


5.95 sizes 22 to 30. 








Clip Caps 


Ls 






about $2.98 
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uddler 


wonderful value af? 


100% all wool in up-to- 
the-minute heavy Shaker knit. 
Perfect with all of your 

skirts and jeans... 

tops for winter 

sports. Colorfast 

.. washable. In 

white, kelly, jockey 

red. Sizes 32 to 40. 


| PARIS sHoPsS, Dept. AG-10-2, 509. Main St., 
1 New Rochelle, N. Y. 
Please send me Turtle Neck Cuddler @ $7.95 
Size. . . Color ... 2nd Choice 


check [] money order (J) C.0.D.0 
(add 24¢ for packing and handling) 


aie) 


Yes, exclusive teen styling: BRU GEC esther cas 
by Belle-Mode makes cotton about $1.25 
the difference. Right nylon about $1] 65 
from the start, your 
growing figure gets 
the proper amount 
of gentle sup- 
port. Teen- 
styled for class, 
play or prom. 
Illustrated styles Banded Uplift Bra 
are teen sized too: cotton about $1.35 
28-36 in AA and A cups. nylon about $1 95 


/ Dainty eyelet embroidered bra, 
: cotton about $1.50, nylon about 
\ $1.95. Matching garter belt, cot- 

on about $1.50, nylon about 
$l 95. Sizes 22-30. 


The Basic Bra 
cotton about $1.15 
nylon about $1.50 


At leading dept. stores and teen shops 
everywhere or write for name of nearest 


store. 
Belle-Mode Brassiere inc. 11 W. 30th St., New York 1 











Checking up on your ap- 
pearance is a commendable 
habit. But never forget to 
be sweet as well as neat—in 
manner and personal groom- 
ing, too. That’s the way to 


popularity! 


Be sure you avoid the fault that 
others find hard to forgive. Under- 
arm perspiration odor doesn’t only 
happen to “older” people. Teen- 
agers can offend as well, if they 
don’t watch out. 


Trouble is, odor-causing bacteria multiply 





rapidly in the confined underarm area 


unless you guard against this risk. So be 
wise — give underarms MUM’s new finer 
protection. 


Nou Mum, contains M-3 

...@ practically magic ingre- 
dient that protects against 
odor-causing bacteria. No 
wonder softer, creamier new 
Mum with M-3 stops odor 
longer! 





Mum’s the word for charm. And, how 
nice to know that this super new cream 
deodorant is free from harsh ingredients, 
safe for normal skin. Safe for your luscious 
new fabrics, too. And please note — new 
Mum is the only leading deodorant that 
contains no water to dry out or decrease 
its efficiency. No waste. No shrinkage. 


You'll love every delicate whiff of 
new Mums exclusive fragrance — 
as well as its creamier texture. Stays 
smooth and usable, wonderful right 
to the bottom of the jar. So be a 
dream for daintiness—get new Mum 
today. 


FREE LEAFLET... 


send for “NOW is the 
Time” A chatty little leaflet 
that’s teeming with big 
ideas. And ask your Leader 
to request free complete 
Group Program on Good 
Grooming, including colorful Wall Chart, Poster, 
Manual with leaflet for each girl. Bristol-Myers 
Co., Educational Service Dept.AG-102, 630 5th 
Ave., New York 20, N. Y. 
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Books (Continued from page 3) 


seemed to blow constantly, wild and free, 
both awed and attracted her. All that sus- 
tained her was the promise her parents had 
made to her grandmother that she could 
return to East Texas when she was sixteen 
to attend the Academy with her friends. 
Melinda yearned for friends in her new 
home, but there was only vague, dreamy 
Dennis Kennedy, who “had it so easy” peo- 
ple said he wouldn’t amount to much; and 
untidy, barefoot Annie Foster who could 
neither read nor write. Picnicking with the 
Kennedys, Melinda and her sister Katie 
suffered the terrifying experience of being 
lost in the wilds. In a storm, during the 
absence of her father, two Texas “bad men” 
forced themselves upon the Pierces, and 
Melinda, supporting her mother’s brave 
stand, felt she was growing up. But the 
most amazing discovery was the sudden 
realization that, without clearly understand- 
ing how, she had grown to love this new 
land and wanted to work for it. Suspense 
and excitement, as readers of this magazine 
can testify, characterize this fine story of an 
American family by a Texas author who 


has long been a favorite with them. 
\2(2\ Betty White’s Teen-Age Dance Book. 
David McKay, $2.50. This book is 
intended for boys and girls who are getting 
started on the fun of a grown-up social 
life. It was especially designed for those 
of you who wish you knew how to dance 
or how to improve your dancing and who 
worry about how to behave at parties. It 
was planned and written by an instructor in 
social dancing in the Westchester public 
schools, who realized the need for a self- 
instruction teen-age manual on social danc- 
ing and social poise and know-how. Here 
are diagrams, drawings, and exact, care- 
ful, step-by-step instructions in all the pop- 
ular social dances. You might take the book 
in hand and, using the suggested records, 
try out the fox trot, waltz, or Charleston with 
your brother or father. Maybe Dad _ will 
surprise you. Or you might take it to school 
and get your crowd or Girl Scout troop to 
devote several afternoons or lunch periods 
to practicing the rumba, tango, Lindy, or 
samba. The second half of the book is 
devoted to what the introduction calls “ac- 
companying social skills.” Most of you will 
be grateful for the sound advice on planning 
your own home party, how to be a good 
hostess, how to be a poised and popular 
guest, how to organize a public dance such 
as a school or church affair, ideas for invita- 
tions, decorations, refreshments, games, mix- 
ers, elimination dances. With this book and 
a bit of perseverance you may learn how to 
dance, acquire a sure knowledge of what is 
what in social behavior, and then go out 


and have fun. 
Marsha On-Stage! By AMELIA ELIzA- 
BETH WALDEN. William Morrow and 
Company, $2.50. This one is for lovers of 
the theater and girls who dream of “going 
on the stage.” It is the story of a talented 
amateur actress, Marsha, and Steve, gifted 
son of a famous stage couple, who intends 
to be a playwright. Older girls will be es- 
pecially pleased, for Marsha and Steve are 
unusually mature young people. They meet 
when Steve comes to New Sharon for his 


last year at the high school where Marsha 
is also a senior. Steve plans to open a play- 
house as a community little-theater project 
and to produce his own original plays. Mar- 
sha, whose beauty and acting ability have 
made her the outstandingly successful star 
of New Sharon plays and, in consequence, 
a little spoiled and self-willed, especially 
in matters of the theater, feels antagonistic 
toward Steve even before she meets him. 
The clash of wills between these two deter- 
mined, talented people of single purpose 
and driving ambition gives their association 
dramatic excitement. Through two produc- 
tions (to which Miss Walden’s knowledge 
of the theater gives great realism and in- 
terest) the conflict between Marsha and 
Steve waxes and wanes, while a new re- 
lationship grows up between them. This 
is the sixth of Amelia Elizabeth Walden’s 
successful novels for girls. 


25) Irish Roundabout. By IsLA MITCHELL. 

Dodd, Mead and Company, $2.75. 
“Here’s a book called ‘Harry and Lucy’! It’s 
all about two youngsters who travel about 
learning things. Why, that’s us, Lucy! But 
it can’t be, for it was written in 1810 by 
Maria Edgeworth.” Thus cries young Harry 
while exploring the fantastic Irish castle 
of an Alice-in-Wonderland gentleman. nick- 
named the “Sper-rum Whale.” The modern 
Harry and Lucy, prototypes of the Irish 
author’s characters, have a marvelous time 
“traveling about and learning things” all 
over Ireland for six glorious summer 
weeks. Harry and Lucy, alert, lively young- 
sters. and their traveling companions—a 
learned Irish uncle, full of fun and en- 
thusiasm, and an energetic and amusing 
Irish senator with a passion for fishing— 
make a jolly company with whom to see 
Ireland. You may be sure such a group 
will miss nothing of interest. They visit the 
big cities, the lovely countryside, the lakes, 
hills, and beaches. They stay at Big Houses 
and thatched-roofed cottages. They make 
friends with great and small, see all sorts 
of famous and historic spots, soak up Irish 
history, culture, and charm. The author lived 
for many years in Ireland, and it is easy 
to see that she loved every minute of it. If 
you have an itching foot and a wanderlust 
in your heart, this travel story of Ireland 
will delight you. It won't assuage your 
yearning though, because it will make you 
wild to go and see for yourself the beauty 
and unique charm of this cool, green, fairy 
island. An index makes it easy to find favor- 
ite passages for ready reference. 


\2\2)\ The Best Loved Trees of America. 

By Rosert A. Lemmon. Doubleday 
and Company, $3.50. Generously illustrated 
with nearly three hundred beautiful pictures, 
this is a delightful book for Girl Scouts 
doing Tree Finder badge, or anyone inter- 
ested in trees. A famous naturalist gives in 
lively and readable style basic facts and 
much interesting and colorful information 
about fifty-nine of the most popular trees 
native to the United States. Full descrip- 
tions, seasonal variations, striking character- 
istics are given; how and where they grow, 
their blossom, fruit, root systems are ex- 
plained; their uses to man discussed, and 
charming legends about them related. 

THE END 
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% 3 bs help you in Scouting 


THIS GREAT 24-PAGE BOOKLET 





SO HANDY! 


Makes it easy to find scouting 
material on everything from 
Aeronautics to Zoology! 


SO INTERESTING! 


Fascinating pictures and 
facts on every page! 


Everything’s lined up for you in this master 
guide to the wonderful Scouting material in 
World Book. It tells you just where to put your 
finger on the information you need for your 
next badge—and your next and next! The World 
Book folks worked this booklet out carefully 
to supplement your Manual. 


If you don’t have World Book at home (and 
you should —ask any boy or girl who has), use 
the set at your school or public library. You'll 
like the way World Book gives you accurate 
facts just like a story—with lots of swell pic- 
tures, too. World Book makes it fun to learn. 


In Scouting . . . in School, it’s your best reference tool... 


World Book Encydopedia 


Field Enterprises, Inc., Educational Division * 35 East Wacker Drive, Chicago 1, Illinsis 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 


Better hurry! Send for your free copy of 
“Scouting in the World Book” today. Copies 
are limited —and every scout’ll want one. P.S. 
Remind Mom and Dad to see about World 
Book. The whole family’ll enjoy it. 





: CLIP AND MAIL TODAY! 
World Book Encyclopedia, Dept. 12910 

Field Enterprises, Inc., Educational Division 

P. O. Box 3565, Chicago 54, Illinois 

Please send me my FREE copy of “Scout- 
ing in the World Book.” I belong to Troop 





Name 





Street addr 





City State 
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GIRL SCOUT 
CHOCOLATE 
MIXTURE! 





Everybody loves good chocolate... 
and Girl Scout Chocolate Mixture is 
extra good! That's why you'll find it 
easy to raise more money than ever 
before, selling friends and neighbors 
this delicious assortment of chocolate- 
coated malted- 
milk balls, raisins, almonds, cashews, 


candy. Contains 


hazelnuts—all coated with the best 
chocolate you ever tasted! 


Send for free sample of this easy-to- 
sell mixture, made by a manufacturer 
long licensed by the national Girl 
Scout Free booklet 
gives complete guide for a successful 
sale. Mail coupon today! 


organization. 
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Girl Scout Division 
Blumenthal Bros. Chocolate Co. 
Philadelphia 37, Pa. 


As a Girl Scout official, | am interested in 
the new Girl Scout Chocolate Mixture. 
Please send me free fund-raising booklet 
and sample of candy. 

Name 


Address 











Bucky’s Horns (Continued from page 13) 


‘slammed it furiously against the tree trunk. 


As the animal turned, Ruthie got a good 
look at her. It was Susie! But what could 
have happened to her? She usually broke 
down bushes running away. 

Bang! The gun went off, the bullet smash- 
ing into a nearby limb. Susie dropped the 
gun as though it were red hot and charged 
back across the clearing. Then Ruth saw 
what she was so wild about. 

Susie’s cub rose with a painful little cry. 
His foot was caught in a trap, and _ his 
mother was ready to whip anything and 
everything to get him out. 

“Are you all right, Ruth?” Mr. Beck called 
softly so as not to attract the old bear’s 
attention, 

“I'm fine for the moment,” Ruth answered. 

“I've heard of men being treed by a 
bear.” Mr. Beck was still breathing hard, 
but he was laughing a little. “It looks as 
though we'll stay up here until that cub 
gets out of the trap.” 

“A fine pair of hunters we turned out to 
be!” Ruth muttered. Night coming on; a 
valuable gun smashed. People would laugh 
and say what could one expect from a girl 
guide. 

Then, almost as though he had heard 
Ruthie’s thoughts, Mr. Beck spoke. “We are 
plenty lucky that one of us wasn’t badly 
hurt. Mrs. Bear wasn’t just playing with 
my gun. 

“That’s right,” the girl admitted; then 
after a moment she added, “It looks as 
though we will get to watch this water hole 
all night, though not just as we had planned.” 

They found comfortable places to sit, Mr. 
Beck high up in one side of the big pine 
tree, Ruthie in the other. 


Night came quickly as it does in 
the mountains. A big yellow moon floated up 
over the treetops. It was hushed and peace- 
ful, with the wind blowing down the moun- 
tain. Game coming down the upper trails 
would smell neither the bears nor the people. 

Somehow it seemed unreal. Ruth, glanc- 
ing down, saw that she still had her rawhide 
rope coiled about her shoulder. 

Suddenly Mr. Beck gave a start. A dainty 
little fox was there in the trail. Ruth heid 
her breath. After a long moment, the 
silver-tip slipped down to the water, drank, 
and vanished into the shadows without a 
sound. 

“What a beauty!” breathed Mr. Beck. 

After that the forest seemed to come alive 
as shy wild folk came down to drink the 
water that was lifeblood to them all. Rab- 
bits, a waddly porcupine, three long-faced 
cow elk. The great bull elk was missing! 
Probably tied to some hunter’s car by now, 
Ruth thought grimly. White-tailed antelope, 
a square-whiskered bobcat .. . 

The bears were watchful and quiet when 
other creatures were present, but when they 
were alone, the little one whimpered as the 
mother hovered helplessly over him. Ruth 
shivered for she knew how that big trap 
must be cutting into the baby’s foot. 

Suddenly a big buck and three does ap- 
peared. They were gaunt, weary, and wall- 
eyed with fear, hardly daring to get near 
enough to the water to drink. They sensed 
that hunters might be lurking near the water 
holes, yet their thirst forced them to come. 

“There are your horns,” Ruthie whispered. 

The big buck moved down to the water 


and the man could see his fine antlers. 
“Golly,” he groaned, “just what I wanted!” 

Suddenly the deer wheeled and crashed 
away through the brush. 

“Poor devils,” the man muttered. “Crazy 
with thirst, yet so scared they don’t dare 
drink their fill.” 

“Maybe it will rain,” Ruth offered hope- 
fully. “Then they will have dozens of places 
to drink instead of just these few.” 

After that, leaning easily against the tree 
trunk, she must have dozed for a second or 
two. She started wide awake as she heard 
Mr. Beck catch his breath. 

Eight deer were drifting down to the 
pool. Ruth sat up straight, staring. “Oh, no,” 
she whispered. “No, please not Bucky!” 

But it was, it was her pet! He stood there 
watching and listening, his handsome horns 
held high. Evidently there had been so 
many hunters on his own home range that 
he had brought his little herd over here! 
Ruth breathed a prayer of thanks that Mr. 
Beck didn’t have a gun. 

The beautiful buck stood guard until the 
others had drunk. Then he moved down to 
the water. 

“What a beauty!” the man 
watched for a moment. Then he 
“Ruth, is it-it must be Bucky?” 

“Yes,” Ruth answered, “it is. But I didn’t 
mean to show him to you. This is not his 
home range. Isn’t he wonderful?” 

Ruth had not mentioned Bucky to the 
Becks, but everyone in that part of the 
country knew of his magnificent horns. They 
also knew that the ranger’s daughter had 
raised him. 

Suddenly Ruth leaned forward. One ot 
the baby fawns seemed sick or confused. In- 
stead of avoiding the spot where the bears 
huddled together, it moved toward them as 
the herd milled about. 

“Woo-rrr-uff!” Susie snarled, and lunged. 
Bucky flashed to life; his horns struck the 
bear full force an instant before her big paw 
would have crushed the fawn. Then things 
really happened. 

The howls of the bears mingled with the 
snorts and crashing of the herd of deer as 
they fled through the brush. 

Ruth heard Mr. Beck mutter, then—snap! 
crash! The man had been leaning forward 
against a small limb. Now it broke in two, 
and Mr. Beck plunged down through the 
smaller branches. One held him for a mo- 
ment, then it bent and he landed on his feet 
facing the bear. 

Susie had picked herself up after Bucky's 
charge, her fear and worry turned to mad 
rage. The deer were gone but here was 
her enemy—man. 

“Run,” Ruth shouted. “Run, Mr. Beck!” 

She was horrified, sure she was about to 
see a man killed, and there was nothing she 
could do about it. Unless—unless— 

Her rawhide rope was still coiled about 
her shoulder, the loop ready for action. The 
limb where Ruthie sat was on the side of 
the tree nearest Susie. The bear would have 
to pass directly underneath before she could 
reach Mr. Beck. 

If she could only drop the loop over 
Susie’s head! 

The bear came on a run. With all the 
force she had, Ruth threw the rope down 
and a little ahead of the animal, winding 
the other end quickly around a stout limb. 

Then she held her breath. 


said. He 
asked, 
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GIRLS! Send today for this 
beautiful FREE BOOKLET on the 





correct care for your dog! 


It’s the colorful, picture-filled Sergeant’s Dog Book! 38 pages of 
valuable advice written by experts. With it you ean learn how to 


feed, train, groom, and care for your dog 
like the professional dog trainers do! 


Send for your FREE copy of the 
Dog Book today! 
Use it to help win your Girl Scout 
Cat and Dog Proficiency Badge! 


famous Sergeant’s 


ACT NOW! MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY! 
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Send this coupon or a postcard to: 


SERGEANT'S 
Dept. Y-72, Richmond 20, Va. 


of the Sergeant’s Dog Book. 


Name 
Street address — 


City 


GENTLEMEN: Please send me my FREE copy 









State 
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STOP 
NAIL-BITING 


Protect the Loveliness of 
Your Hands with BITE-X 





BEFORE AFTER 


Don’t let ugly, chewed up nails embarrass 
you ... make you self-conscious . . . spoil 
your chance for romance and happiness! 
Now it’s so easy to break yourself of this 
vicious habit. Just apply BITE-X to the tips 
of your fingers. 

Harmless, liquid BITE-X instantly forms 
an adhesive, transparent and very bitter coat- 
ing. One taste and you'll shrink from biting 
your nails again. How proud you'll be of 
nails that look lovely . . . hands that win 
kisses. Send for a bottle of BITE-X today. 

The first bottle must break the habit or 
your money will be cheerfully refunded. 
You have everything to gain and nothing to 
lose. Send only $1—we pay postage. BITE-X 
Corp., Dept. AG10, 683 Fifth Ave., N.Y.C. 22. 
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at MAKE EXTRA 


EY 


FOR CLOTHES, CAMP, SCHOOL 
SELL BIG VALUE 
CHRISTMAS and ALL-OCCASION 
CARDS, STATIONERY, GIFTS TO 
FRIENDS, NEIGHBORS, OTHERS 
Take easy orders in spare time 
— make up to 100% PROFIT. 
Show fastest selling 21-card $1 
Christmas and All-Occasion 
g card assortments. Gift 











Sewing Kits, inexpensive Gifts. 
No Experience Needed 
WRITE for SAMPLES On Ap- 
proval, Sage STARTED” Of- 
fers, Bonus and Fund Raising 
plans for “yourself or group. 
HEDENKAMP & CO., Inc. 

361 Broadway, Dept. A- 18, New York 13, N.Y. 


DISCOVERED souses rere 


Sewing 
Kit 





AN EASY WAY TO LEARN MUSIC! 


ES, 850, “350,000 people turned to this famous home-study 

Course to make their dream come true! Even if YOU 
learn to play YOUR 
No boring exercises. 
AWAY—from very Grat les- 


don’t know a note now, you can 
favorite instrument quickly, easily. 
Play delightful pieces RIGHT 
son. Only few cents per lesson. 


FREE BOOK and Free Lesson-Sample 


og A postcard for them NOW. See for your- 
pond ow wend it is. No obligation. — Sales- 

will call L OF music, 
Studio B 1810, Port Washington, N. ’. 
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Suddenly there was a strangled howl. 
The rope stopped Susie with such force that 
she slammed into the tree trunk! 

“Run! Run for camp!” Ruth called to Mr. 
Beck. “I can’t hold her long.” 

Mr. Beck ran, and fast! 

Susie fought, coughed, and tore at the 
strangling lariat. Ruth had roped a bear, but 
now what? 

Presently Susie stopped struggling. She 
turned and looked up at Ruth, and a cal- 
culating gleam came into her eye. With a 
snarl she started for the tree trunk! 

Ruth’s hand was slipping the rope around 
the limb, pulling up the slack in the rope 
as fast as she could. She was so scared that 
her mouth felt dry! She was breathing as 
hard as if she were the one who was charg- 
ing about on the rope. Where, oh, where 
was Mr. Beck? 

Then suddenly the little bear came to life. 
He had discovered that he was free! Bucky 
must have stepped on the trap, springing it 
long enough so the baby bear’s foot had 
been released. Now he realized that he 
could run. 

“Y-yi-yiii!” With a glad little cry he raced 
up the trail on his three good legs. Susie 
forgot the rope and the girl and started after 


him. Ruth was glad to drop her end of 
the lariat. 
Susie, snarling and crashing through the 


brush, frightened the baby bear so that he 
nearly tore himself in two trying to get 
away. They vanished and the noise of their 
flight gradually faded out! 


Ruth took a long breath and sud- 
denly went limp! She had been up in that 
tree less than three hours but it seemed a 
lifetime. 

Clippity-clip! Clippity-clip! The beat of a 
horse’s hoofs at a rapid gallop sounded in 
the distance and in a few moments Mr. Beck 
rode into view, carrying another rifle ready 
for action. 

“Yoo-hoo, Ruthie, are you all right?” 

Ruth slipped down out of the tree and 
was just explaining what had happened 
when Mrs. Beck appeared, mounted and 
leading Ruth’s horse. More explanations fol- 
lowed, and after collecting the broken gun 
and examining the trap, the group started 
back to camp. 

I lost a rope and you lost your horns,” 
Ruth said soberly. 

“You saved my life,” the big man an- 
swered seriously, “That bear would prob- 
ably have killed me if you hadn't roped her.” 

“And Bucky saved mine by setting the 
little bear free so Susie didn’t come up the 
tree after me.” 

They rode in silence for a time, and then 
Mr. Beck said, “You kept your side of the 
bargain, Ruth. You showed me two sets of 
horns—one of them the handsomest I ever 
hope to see. I'll keep mine and pay you 
what I offered.” 

“We-ell.” Ruth hesitated, hardly knowing 
what to say. “That seems unfair to you. 

Mr. Beck turned in his saddle and faced 
her. “I'll never forget this night, Ruth,” he 
said. “It was a thrilling experience, and 
though I am glad it’s over, I wouldn’t have 
missed it for nine hundred dollars. And be- 
sides,” he gave her an understanding smile, 
“I think Bucky’s horns are on the most 
beautiful mounting I ever saw, and I hope 
they stay there a long, long time.” 

Ruth smiled appreciatively. “Now, you 
understand why I don’t care for a guiding 
job.” THE END 
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Your Own Recipe Exchange 
(Continued from page 27) 


Sift together dry ingredients. Cut in 
shortening. Combine egg, milk, and nuts; 
add to first mixture. Stir lightly with a fork 
just until the flour is moistened. Turn out 
on lightly floured board and knead % min- 
ute. Roll or pat out %” thick and cut into 
twelve 3” biscuits. Brush six biscuits with 
melted shortening; place remaining biscuits 
on top of these, double-decker fashion. Bake 
at 450° for 12 minutes, or until brown. 
Separate while hot. Sweeten strawberries 
to taste, and put between biscuit layers. 
Garnish with whole strawberries and serve 
with whipped cream. 

Sent by Joan Lov SAssA.i 
Rockford, Illinois 


FROSTED OATMEAL BARS 


These bars have a nutty flavor, and are 
nice to serve with hot or cold drinks. 


Y2 cup butter or Ye cup flour 
margarine Ye cup quick-cooking 

¥2 cup brown sugar oatmeal 

1 teaspoon vanilla 1 package semisweet 

1 egg chocolate bits 


2 cup chopped pecans 


Cream together shortening and brown 
sugar. Add vanilla. Add egg, and beat 
well. Stir in flour and oatmeal and blend 
thoroughly. 

Spread mixture in greased 7”x11l” pan 
and bake at 350° about 20 minutes, or until 
bzown. Cool slightly; then frost with choco- 
late bits which have been melted over hot— 
but not boiling—water; sprinkle with pecans. 
While still warm, cut into bars. Makes 
about 16 bars. 

Sent by Grace Marie SCHWARZE 
Houston, Texas 


MOLASSES SPONGE LAYER CAKE 


Sponge cake flavored with molasses is a 
new version of an old favorite. 


1% cups cake flour Y% teaspoon salt 

1 teaspoon baking 4 eggs 
powder 2 cup molasses 

Ye teaspoon baking 1 teaspoon vanilla 
soda Ya cup sugar 


Sift together flour, baking powder, soda, 
and salt. Separate eggs and beat yolks until 
thick and lemon colored. Add molasses a 
little at a time, beating well after each 
addition. Add vanilla. Beat egg whites 
until stiff; beat in % cup sugar gradually. 
Fold egg-yolk mixture into whites. Sift a 
little of the flour mixture over egg mix- 
ture and fold in gently. Continue sifting 
and folding in flour, a little at a_ time, 
until all is used. Pour into 2 lightly 
greased and floured 8” layer pans. Bake 
in slow over (300°) 40 to 45 minutes. 
Invert on rack and let cool before remov- 
ing cake from pans. 


Molasses Peppermint Frosting: 


1 cup sugar 2 egg whites 
2 tablespoons 4-5 drops oil of 
molasses peppermint 


14 cup water 


Boil sugar, molasses, and water to soft- 


ball stage (240°). Meanwhile, beat egg 
whites until stiff. Pour syrup slowly over 
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“I've been reading about some very interesting re- 
search at a leading university showing how nervous 
tension can be eased by chewing Beech-Nut Gum. 
Tennis players certainly can testify to that. Beech-Nut 
Gum helps you relax when you need to most. No 
matter what you are doing—cleaning house or pre- 
paring for a big exam tomorrow—you can ease the 
tension by chewing Beech-Nut Gum.” 


4-time 
National Women’s 
Singles Champ 


37 












Make this 
Holiday 





























































Just see how easy it is 


Yes, it’s pumpkin pie with a refreshing 
chiffon lightness—tradition with a mod- 
ern touch. It’s easy, too, with this good 
Gel-Cookery recipe . . . Get to know 
Knox today. Try this wonderful pie, and 
then go on with the prize recipes in the 
Knox package which holds gelatine 
enough for 4 recipes. 
Pumpkin Chiffon Pie 

1. Soften 1 envelope Knox Unflavored 
Gelatine in % cup cold water. 

2. In top of double boiler beat 3 egg 
yolks, slightly. 

3. Stir in Y2 cup milk, 1% cups canned 
pumpkin, 2 cup sugar, and 2 tea- 
spoon each: salt, cinnamon, nut- 
meg, and ginger. 

4. Cook over hot water until thickened. 

5. Add softened gelatine and stir until 
thoroughly dissolved. 

6. Cool about 10 minutes. 

Beat 2 egg whites until fluffy; then 

gradually beat in Y2 cup sugar. 

8. Fold into gelatine mixture. 

9. Turn into 9-inch baked pie shell 
or crumb crust and chill until firm. 


10. Decorate with sweetened whipped 
cream, if desired, just before 
serving. 

FREE .. . Favorite recipes for salads, main 

dishes and desserts you'll love—all in the popu- 

lar illustrated recipe book, ‘Better Meals W ith 

Gel-Cookery.”’ Write a postcard to Knox Gelatine, 


Box AG-20, Johnstown, N. Y. 


Get toKNOW {© #387—) 


the REAL 
Gelatine 


ALL PROTEIN—NO SUGAR |= 


™ 
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egg whites, beating constantly. Beat until 
frosting holds its shape. Add peppermint. 
Frost layers, top, and sides of cake. 
Sent by BonNIE MiLspaw 
Bridgeville, Delaware 


BUTTERSCOTCH CHIFFON PIE 


High, light, and golden, this is a festive, 
but inexpensive, dessert. 


1 baked pie shell 
1 tablespoon 
unflavored gelatin 


1 teaspoon vanilla 
2 egg whites 
3 tablespoons white 


2 tablespoons cold sugar 

water 2 teaspoons melted 
2 egg yolks butter 
1% cups milk 2 tablespoons brown 
‘4 teaspoon salt sugar 
1 tablespoon molasses 4 tablespoons chopped 
% cup brown sugar nuts 


2 tablespoons butter 1 cup whipped cream 

Soften gelatin in cold water. In top of 
double boiler mix egg yolks, milk, salt, mo- 
lasses and 4 cup brown sugar. Cook over hot 
water, stirring constantly, until mixture 
thickens slightly—about 15 minutes. Remove 
from heat. Add gelatin, 2 tablespoons but- 
ter, and vanilla. Chill until mixture begins 
to thicken. Beat egg whites until stiff; gradu- 
ally beat in white sugar. Fold into first 
mixture. Pile into baked pie shell and chill 
until firm. Combine melted butter, 2 table- 
spoons brown sugar, and nuts. Decorate 
pie with puffs of whipped cream sprinkled 
with this nut topping. 

Sent by Carnot Linn Turner 


Clarkdale, Arizona 


BLITZ TORTE 


This luscious torte is very rich, so keep 
the servings small. You can always ofter 
seconds! 


¥2 cup shortening 
‘2 cup sugar 

Ye teaspoon salt 

4 egg yolks 

1 teaspoon vanilla 
3 tablespoons milk almonds 

1 cup cake flour 1 tablespoon sugar 

V4 teaspoon cinnamon 


1 teaspoon baking 
powder 

4 egg whites 

% cup sugar 

2 cup sliced, blanched 


Cream together shortening, cup sugar, 
and salt until light. Add well-beaten egg 
yolks, vanilla, and milk, and blend well. 
Sift flour and baking powder together and 


Cooking 





add to first mixture, beating thoroughly. 
Turn into 2 round, greased cake tins. Beat 
egg whites until frothy; gradually beat in 
% cup sugar, and continue beating until 
stiff. Spread over batter in pans. Combine 
almonds, sugar, and cinnamon, and sprinkle 
over egg whites in pans. Bake at 350° about 
30 minutes. Remove from pans and cool. 
Put together with cream filling. 


Cream Filling: 

Ya cup sugar 

3 tablespoons corn- 
starch 

Y% teaspoon salt 


2 egg yolks 

2 tablespoons butter 
2 cups milk, scalded 
1 teaspoon vanilla 


Combine sugar, cornstarch, salt, and 
yolks. Beat thoroughly. Add _ butter, and 
just enough milk to make a smooth paste. 
Combine with remaining milk and cook 
over boiling water, stirring constantly, until 
mixture thickens. Remove from heat 
cvol, Add vanilla. If add !: 
chopped nut meats. 


egg 


and 


desired, cup 


Sent by SHaron J. ANDERSON 
Canton, Ohio 


MERINGUES GLACES 


Filled with ice cream and topped with a 
these 


sauce, are fancy enough for any 
occasion. 
Ye teaspoon salt ‘2 cup sugar 
¥2 teaspoon cream of ¥2 teaspoon vanilla 
tartar 1 pint ice cream 

2 egg whites Sauce 

Add _ salt and cream of tartar to egg 
whites and beat with rotary beater until 


foamy. Beat in sugar gradually, and con- 
tinue beating until very stiff. Add vanilla. 
Cover a cooky sheet with a piece of brown 
paper, lightly buttered. Drop meringue on 
paper by tablespoonfuls. With the back of 
a spoon, make a hollow in the center of 
each about 1%” with a high rim. 
Bake in a very slow oven (250°) 1% hours, 
until delicately brown and dry. Transter 
paper to a damp board or other flat surface. 


across, 


Remove warm meringues with a spatula. 
Cool. When ready to serve, fill with ice 
cream garnished with a sauce. Try pepper- 
mint ice cream with chocolate 
vanilla with a fruit or hot-fudge sauce; or 
make up a special combination all your own. 
Sent by ELaAtne CrisMANn 
Jamaica, New York 
THE END 


Sauce; or 


Department 


(Recipe Exchange) 


Subject: Low-Calorie Dishes 

Each month we will announce in the magazine 
the kind of cookery for which we wish recipes. 
The recipe you send in MUST be one that you 
have used successfully. For every recipe printed 
in the magazine, THE AMERICAN GIRL will pay 
$1.00. 

We should also like to receive letters telling 
how and why you have found your recipe espe- 
cially helpful or valuable. 


FOLLOW THESE RULES CAREFULLY! 


1. Recipes and letters must be typewritten or 


neatly printed in ink. 


2. Recipes and letters must be on separate sheets. 
Recipes should be written on one side of the 
paper only. 


Date Due: October 20, 1952 


3. In the upper right-hand corner of the recipe 
sheet, give your address, and the 


source of your recipe. 


name, age, 


4. List ingredients in the order of use in the 
recipe, and give level measurements. If any 
special techniques are involved, describe them 
fully. 


5. All recipes submitted become the property of 
The AMERICAN GIRL Magazine and cannot be 
acknowledged or returned. If your recipe is pub- 
lished in the magazine, you will receive a check 
for $1.00. Decisions of the judge are final. 


6. Address all entries to Cooking Editor, Amer- 
ican Girl Magazine, 155 East 44th Street, New 
York 17, New York. 
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orangewood stick to remove every last ves- 
tige of dirt from under your nail tips and 
your manicure is finished, unless you want 
to use nail enamel, 

Applying polish is a small art; it should 
never be a sloppy, hurried job. Use an 
undercoat of fixative if you want the 
enamel to stay put. The younger you are, 
the paler the tint of your enamel should be, 
if you want to look well-groomed rather 
than like a little girl playing at being a 
movie starlet. It’s fun to experiment once 
in a while with deep-red polish just to see 
what it looks like, but don’t wear it to 
school or to any place where you want 
to be taken seriously. 

The technique of applying enamel is not 
difficult to master, but it requires a little 
practice. Using a well-filled brush, paint 
down the center of the nail in one stroke. 
Then go back and, guiding the brush care- 
fully, fill in the sides. The trick is not to 
go outside the nail surface. It is not only 
easier but looks best to cover the whole 
nail. If you do want a white edge on your 
nail, wipe off the tips with a bit of face 
tissue. Should the enamel spread over into 
the cuticle, wipe off the excess with a cot- 
ton-tipped orangewood stick dipped in 
polish remover. When the enamel chips oft 
at the edges, after a day or so, it is pos- 
sible to do a repair job by giving the whole 
nail one more coat. But after that, better 
start all over again. Don’t, under any cir- 
cumstances, go around with half-peeled-off 
polish. Better no polish at all! 

No matter how carefully you groom your 
hands, the results cannot be satisfying if 
you are guilty of nail biting! Nails nibbled 
down to the quick are a fine target for 
bacteria, and infections can follow in short 
order. It's an unattractive habit you can 
start overcoming this minute if you put 
your mind to it. 


How do you wash your hands? 
Have you ever thought that half of their 
good looks depends on the method you use 
in washing them? A lick and a promise, a 
dab of hot water, and a swish of soap is no 
way to go about it. Never use very hot 
water; wash them well with a mild soap 
and warm water, and then rimse them thor- 
oughly with fresh cool water. Soapy water 
left on the hands is one of the causes of 





Helping Hands (Continued from page 20) . 


redness and, in winter, chapping. Always | 
dry your hands carefully and take time to| 
give the cuticles of the nails a little shove | 
back where they belong as you dry each 
finger. This helps a great deal in keeping 
them soft. Use hand lotion after every wash- 
ing if you want to be very particular, or 
just after your bath at night. But use it 
especially in the wintertime or after doing 
any dirty work which requires strong soaps. 
Another word to the wise: you'll save wear 
and tear on your hands if you wear gloves 
when doing such rough work as building a 
campfire or digging in the garden. 

How do you use your hands? Do you 
wave them around in the air like a fright- 
ened White Rabbit in “Alice in Wonder- 
land” or do you use them gracefully and 
only when necessary? Watch yourself here. 
It is interesting to look at ourselves once 
in a while from the point of view of the 
spectator. It helps to stop fidgeting, picking 
at things, twisting our fingers around, all 
the unlovely habits of the unreposed. That 
doesn’t mean you have to sit like a statue 
frozen in space. A certain amount of gestur- 
ing can be very attractive. It’s the incessant 
moving about of the hands that betrays the 
restless mind. 

Perhaps your arms need some attention, 
too, for beauty’s sake. You may think they 
are hideous because of the sudden growth 
of hair which so often appears just about 
now in your life. This may not be so at all, 
for a certain amount of hair on the arms 
is perfectly normal, especially if you are a 
brunette. In any case, do not try to remove 
it. Often this first growth of hair wears off 
in the course of time and never returns, 
or at least not so heavily. If the skin of your 
arms seems coarsened, perhaps after a ses- 
sion of summer sports, give them atten- 
tion with hand lotion too. And don’t forget 
your elbows! 

Next to your face, your hands are the 
most important expressions of your person- 
ality. You can’t change their shape, but you 
can so easily control what they tell about 
you, about your habits of care and cleanli- 
ness, about the interest you show in other 
people by keeping them still when other 
people are talking, about your own feeling 
for grace and co-ordination of mind and 
body. See that yours tell a good story. 

THE END 


Columnist by Request (Continued from page 25) 


Louisville, Kentucky, was Joyce's birth- 
place, but she has lived in most of the 
forty-eight States, and in Mexico and 
Hawaii. Her father is a chief petty officer 
ir. the Navy, so the family has moved often. 

Hawaii she remembers vividly as one of 
her favorite places. She tells enthusiastically 
of the fascinating museums; of watching the 
flower-sellers making beautiful, fragrant leis 
in the street; of bananas for four cents a 
pound; and of the year-round warm weather. 

Before taking up reporting, Joyce had 
always planned to be a nurse. Now, at 
fifteen and in the eleventh grade, she still 
has not decided definitely between journal- 
ism and nursing as her career. She thinks it 
might be interesting to combine the two 
and work on the staff of a medical journal. 

But one thing she does know is that she 
wants to go to college. With this in mind, 
she has been saving most of the money from 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 


her reporting, and has over $300 saved so 
far toward a college education. 

In our last report from Joyce she tells us 
that she is still happily writing for the 
Villejo “News-Chronicle.” And at last she 
knows what it feels like to be sitting on the 
other side of the editor’s desk, for she spent 
last semester editing her school paper, the 
“Franklin Post,” and coediting her year 
book. Her newest interest is tennis, and 
faithful hours of practice have brought her 
both a gold and a silver award from the 
Greater Vallejo Recreation District. 

Just recently a new honor came to Joyce 
when her classmates chose her to be one 
of the princesses in her school’s annual 
“Mayfair” celebration. But to the people of | 
Vallejo, California, this is just another sign | 
of their columnist’s indomitable spirit that | 
will take her to the top every time no mat- 
ter what job she tackles. THE END 





LEARN TO BAKE WITH 


BAKER'S 


Baking’s fun—and 
when you bake with 
Baker’s Unsweetened 
Chocolate, the results 
are so easy to eat! That 
extra-chocolaty Baker’s 
flavor is what’s made 
Mom’s cakes so special! 





Here's how to learn to bake the fun way! 
Yes, here’s a booklet that will really teach you 
baking from A to Z! It’s called “Learn To 
Bake... . You'll Love It” and it’s full of all the 
information you need on ingredients, uten- 
sils, and methods—plus 
loads of swell recipes. 
Send for your copy to- 
day and learn to bake 
- - + you'll love it! Just 
fill out the coupon be- 
low and send it in with 
25¢ in coin today! 





Let this booklet help you with 
your baking activities for your 
COOK PROFICIENCY BADGE! 





Walter Baker 
P. O. Box W. B. 
Saint Paul, Minnesota 


Please send me “Learn To Bake... You'll 
Love It.” I enclose 25¢ in coin. 


Name. 
Address 
City. 








Zone 








State 
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MARLOW, ENGLAND: | have had THE AMER- 
ICAN Gir for five months, and I enjoy it 
very much. There is nothing to compare 
with it in England. 

I go to boarding school, twenty miles 
from home. We study English, French, 
Latin, Scripture, history, geography, citizen- 
ship, biology, and math; we do gym, hockey, 
tennis, rounders, and you can also do danc- 
ing, cricket, music, riding, and German. 
We only have small boys up to eight years, 
but girls, boarding and day, till seventeen. 
We wear brown tunics, blazers, hats and 
berets, white blouses and turquoise sweaters 
and girdles in winter and brown-and-white 
check dresses in the summer. We are not 
allowed slacks, and only  school-uniform 
shorts for games. We are not allowed to 
eat ices or any food in the streets when in 
school uniform. We go to bed at 8:15 P.M., 
in dormitories of three to ten. This sounds 
an awful life, but we love it! It is very 
different from American schools, I think. I 
enjoy especially the recipes and_ fashions, 
alas unmakeable in England. By You is far 
above the English standard, but I find A 
Penny for Your Thoughts extremely dull. 

JENNIFER Cook (age 15) 


BONHAM, TEXAS: Books was awfully good 
in the August issue. They all sound divine. 
I wear glasses and wish that you would 
have an article for girls who do wear them. 
I think that it would be nice if you 
would sell a binder to hold a year’s sub- 

scription of AMERICAN GIRL. 
Dotores Case (age 12) 


CONCORDIA, ARGENTINA: Since coming to 
Argentina from my home State of Florida, 
your magazine means more to me_ than 
ever before. In Concordia it is not possible 
to buy American magazines, so I must rely 
on THE AMERICAN GirL to keep me in touch 
with home. 

Fashions are quite different here, but 
Mother uses your patterns for my dresses. 
But poor Guthrie, my three-year-old brother, 
gets no American pattern books and _ so 
looks like a gaucho in his bombachas and 
poncho. Speaking of gauchos (Argentine cow- 
boys), Gene Tierney and Rory Calhoun 
were here in Concordia recently, making 
a picture about gaucho life, and I had a 
very exciting week living “cn location” 
with the stars at Mr. Hyland’s estancia 
where part of the picture was made. The 
movie ought to be showing soon in the 
States, and you can see the kind of country 
in which I am living. 

May I ask you to let me say “hello” to 
all my friends in the troop at Lake Alfred, 
Florida? I hope it will not be long before 
I can join them again. 

Carot JEAN Knorr (age 11) 


BUTLER, WISCONSIN: I live about eight miles 
from the city of Milwaukee, in the little 
village of Butler. I do not like Butler as 
much as I like Milwaukee, because we do 
not have any department stores or any good 
transportation in Butler. 

Every year at this time (August) we 
have a Frontier Days celebration. It lasts 
for three days and everyone in Butler gets 
in on the fun and work. People from all 
over come, and it really is quite beautiful 
with all the floats and parades. Even the 
little children get in on the fun and decorate 
their toy wagons, bikes, and buggies. 

I think that THe American Gir is the 
best magazine I have ever read or heard of. 
Your May and June covers were cute, but 
the July cover tops them all. I didn’t like 
the August cover as well as the rest. 

I know that you are supposed to have 
THE AMERICAN Girt on your covers, but 
couldn’t you have THE AMERICAN Giri and 
a horse or dog? 

ANDREA Brooks (age 13) 


BELLMAWR, NEW JERSEY: I enjoy reading 
All Over the Map as I am a First Class 
Scout in Troop 137. I am a patrol leader 
in charge of all Tenderfoots. My duty is 
to prepare them to become Second Class 
Scouts. Our troop is preparing for the 
Brownie fly-up to be held in November. 

I think By You gives a wonderful oppor- 
tunity for girls to show their hidden talents. 
I was thrilled when you added photography 
to By You as this is my hobby. 

BARBARA Krimson (age 13) 





UN BIRTHDAY 


The whole world will be celebrating a 
very special birthday this month when 
October 24 arrives, for this is the seventh 
anniversary of the birth of the United 
Nations. And the seven candles burning in 
the cakes of many nations will be express- 
ing the people’s faith in brotherhood 
among men and in the hope for world 
peace. Want to join in the celebration? 
Then follow the advice of the National 
Citizens’ Committee for UN Day and give 
your own UN birthday party or start one 
in your school, church, or club. Plan to 
have international food, decorations, and 
entertainment and invite guests from other 
lands. Of course, no birthday party is 
complete without gifts, so ask your guests 
to bring money contributions which will go 
toward sending presents and greetings to 
those in less fortunate UN countries. For 
help in planning your UN Birthday Party 
and for information on where gift money 
should be sent, contact one of your local 
community organizations or write directly 
to National Citizens’ Committee for United 
Nations Day, 816—21st St., N.W., Wash- 
ington 6, D. C., for free copies of United 
Nations Day Party Book, 1952. 

















STATEN ISLAND, NEW YORK: The stories 
and art work in By You are very good and 
certainly worthy of the award. “Who’s a 
Softy?,” “How High the Moon,” and “Stairs 
at Midnight” were among my favorites in 
the August edition. 

I especially like Good-by, Indian Prince 
and High-Wire Act. Big Show in the Sky 
was very good. I wish you would print more 
articles on astronomy. 

BARBARA TURNER 


SPRING VALLEY, MINNESOTA: Today when 
I took THe AMERICAN Girt out of the 
mailbox I noticed that it was thicker and 
it felt heavier than usual, and I thought 
that there must be something extra in the 
already wonderful magazine. 

I wasn’t disappointed either for I en- 
joyed the article Susie Goes to Market very 
much, for I have often wondered how so 
many clothes could be made and how so 
many unusual styles were found. 

I also picked out several outfits for school. 
That was wonderful in itself. So easy, no 
sore feet, feeling hot, tired, or cranky. 

I enjoyed the stories in the August issue. 
Found there was an extra one, a delightful 
surprise! Witma Kranun (age 16) 


SAO PAULO, BRAZIL: I was very interested 
to see Sally Kerr’s letter (from Poona, India) 
in your July issue, because she was in my 
sister's class when we lived in Bronxville. 
Her rather isolated life is quite different 
from ours, here, where the American society 
is rapidly growing. We go to as many 
parties (if not more) as our pals in the 
United States. However, I am always glad 
to receive AMERICAN Girt because I like 
to see the current movies and records. | 
love your serials, and Double Date ended 
perfectly. 

MARIAN JACOBSEN (age 14) 


MONTCLAIR, NEW JERSEY: Congratulations 
on your back-to-school fashions. I think the 
Twixteen fashions are super. 

Good-by, Indian Prince and Part Four 
of The Wind Blows Free were excellent. 
Susie Goes to Market was a very interesting 
article. By You is even better now than 
ever. I think the First Photography Award 
was very well earned. I do not go along 
with Merilyn Hiett, for it’s the readers’ 
thoughts that make a good magazine. I do 
think your jokes could improve a great deal. 

I have just sent my July issue to my pen 
pal in England. She loves it dearly. 

JoANNE Aronson (age 13) 


SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA: Hats off .. . 


AMERICAN Girt! I just received your August 
issue today, and I've already finished it. 
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As a girls’ magazine, it rates first place! 

I enjoyed High-Wire Act and I am also 
very pleased with your fashions and es- 
pecially your beauty tips! 

As soon as I’m finished each month my 
mother and _ sixteen-year-old brother grab 
for it. I’ve taken THE AMERICAN Gir- for 
five years, and I’ve saved every issue. 
There’s no telling when your recipes, pat- 
terns, or beauty tips might come in handy. 

Karan Karpos (age 14) 


RICHMOND, VIRGINIA: I especially enjoyed 
Cut a Fine Figure, Susie Goes to Market, 
and High-Wire Act. I have only one request. 
Please have more vocational medical articles 
and stories. Thank you! 

ANN Bucue (age 14) 


OAHU, HAWAII: I enjoy every part of THE 
AMERICAN Gin, but the part that I enjoy 
most is A Penny For Your Thoughts and By 
You. I hope that the crossword puzzles will 
be printed in every issue, and in the future 
please have an article on “Teen-Ager 
Hawaiian Style.” 

I live in a little town called Aiea on the 
island of Oahu. Aiea is about eight miles 
from Honolulu, the capital of the Hawaiian 
Islands. 

The Hawaiian motto, “Ua mau ke ea o ka 
aina i ka pono” means “The life of the land 
is preserved in righteousness.” Our official 
flower is the Hibiscus. And the colors of the 
Hawaiian flag are white, blue, and red. Ha- 
waii’s national anthem is “Hawaii Ponoi.” 

Janice Sarto (age 14) 


GENE AUTRY, OKLAHOMA: This is a very 
small town but it is on the map! The movie 
star, Gene Autry, bought a huge ranch some 
three miles from here. He made a beautiful 
place out of the farm and run-down pas- 
tures. But, he bought this ranch, the people 
decided to name the town, then Berwyn, 
Oklahoma, in honor of him. I remember the 
celebration as if it were just this afternoon! 
There were thousands of people and band 
after band in the several-mile parade. 

I think loads of my home town. This Sep- 
tember I will be a sophomore in Berwyn 
High School, Gene Autry, Oklahoma. 

Murr NE son (age 15) 


SWANSEA, WALES: I feel I must write and 
congratulate you on your wonderful maga- 
zine. We have nothing to equal it over here. 
I receive copies from my pen friend. 

J am in the Guides and am Patrol Leader 
of the Kingfisher Patrol. In August I am go- 
ing to the International Guide Camp, which 
is being held in Buckinghamshire, England. 
I expect many Girl Scouts who read this 
magazine will be attending it. There will 
be Guides from twenty-two countries there. 

I think your stories are especially good, 
and I also like your fashions. I like to read 
about the Girl Scouts because I am able to 
compare it with the Guides. 

I take copies of THE AMERICAN GIRL to 
school to lend to my friends who are all as 
fond of it as I am. 

MARGARET THORNE (age 15) 
PLATTERVILLE, WISCONSIN: I fully disagree 
with Irene Hayes on having a picture of a 
horse on the cover of your lovely magazine. 
Your magazine is for stories and fashions, 
not a farm magazine. 

Personally, I think your stories are won- 
derful, and your fashions are just out of this 
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Just try and turn off her chatter! She has 
words to spill on every subject, but her 
favorite is herself. Whenever will she learn 
people like to talk about themselves, not 
hear about her? 
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Anne Shelby, Personal Products Corp., Box 5251-10, Milltown, N.J. 


Every day is “sadderday” 






She’s out for every boy who’s with another 
easy to see why she can’t keep a 
man of her own. What boy wants a girl who 
concentrates on everyone but him? 
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for her, but the saddest are 
the ones she circles in blue on her c ro each month. 
She ought to look at that clever book *‘ 
and Liking It” 


Eve Tem should own a copy of this wise, 


helpful little book. It tells all you want and need to know 
about menstruation. Gives physical facts plus tips on how 
to look and feel your best during your period. No charge, 
“Growing Up and Liking It” is a present to you 
from the makers of Modess, the soft-as-it-is-safe napkin. 


Please send me, in plain wrapper, a FREE copy of “Grow- 


ing Up and Liking It.’’ (Good only in U.S 
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I'm hep to what makes a teen-ager’s life 
more tolerable—EXTRA CASH—and it’s 
sO easy to earn on your own! Simply show 
these “dreamy” W & S Christmas Cards 
to friends and neighbors—they sell on 
.\sight! You make up to 100% profit! 


The two feature 21 card assortments 
are masterpieces of originality and 
quality! Dozens of other $1 assort- 
ments, gifts, EXCLUSIVE gift wraps, 
everyday assortments, stationery, im- 
print notes—114 big sellers in all! 


W & S EXCLUSIVE imprint cards 
—priced at 50 for $1 up—36 smart, 
exclusive designs! Deluxe line 
features steel engravings. Business 
cards too. 


OG 
ves) WRITE TODAY! 


WETMORE & SUGDEN, INC. 


DEPT, 21-H 
749 MONROE AVE., Rochester 2, N. Y. 
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“semi-circle” 
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Teen figure— 
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STYLE 2606 


ABOUT $439 


Semi-circular stitched cup for added up- 
lift and support. Cotton lined undercup 
in Broadcloth white only. Sizes 30-36, 
AA-A-B. 

AT BETTER STORES EVERYWHERE 


BETTY ann HATS Inc t FOR THE STORE NEAREST YOU WRITE TO 
, * 


25 WEST 36th ST., NEW YORK 18,N.Y. Bt "i ] . ] d, " 
A eenform oun ations 


307 Sth AVENUE, NEW YORK 16, N. Y. 
































Rough was especially interesting to me be- 
cause I love golf. 
Mary ANN Rupervorr (age 14) 


BROOKLYN, NEW YORK: Hurray for THE 
AMERICAN GiRL magazine for your August 
issue. The fashions for back-to-school were 
beautiful. Good-by, Indian Prince and High- 
Wire Act were excellent. I'm sorry to say 
that [ did not like Chipped Out of the 
Rough. The Wind Blows Free is superb. 
I am a Girl Scout and find your Scout 
news wonderful. 
CarO_yn Katz (age 11) 


HIGH POINT, NORTH CAROLINA: I just had 
to write and tell you how wonderful the 
August issue is! The fashions are the best 
ever. I'm going to get most of my fall 
clothes from these fashions. 

MERYLE Pope (age 15) 


TRIUMPH, MINNESOTA: We join many others 
in saying your magazine is swell. Usually 
your jokes are pretty good and some of your 
magazine covers are darling. However, the 
one of a cat along with the article, Life with 
a Siamese Cat aroused the jealousy of our 
dog, Colonel Skiffington the First. He is a 
darling little pedigreed cocker spaniel with 
a fat little nose generously sprinkled with 
little rust freckles. He is very sensitive and 
cries if you make fun of him. He is extreme- 
ly good-natured, therefore being a victim of 
our taking advantage of him. He is about the 
best pet you could have and unless you want 
to hurt his feelings, have a story on cockers. 
LinpA WyMan (age 12) 
KrisTINE PETERSON (age 14) 


BURMINGHAM, MICHIGAN: Good-by, Indian 
Prince was good and Chipped Out of the 
Rough was wonderful. I wish you would 
have more animal stories. I love your fash- 
ions and beauty tips too. 

This month a friend and I are planning to 
enter a photograph in By You. We thought 
it would be easy to go to the farm and to 
take some animal pictures, but every time 
we got ready to take the pictures, the animals 
would move or run away and the kittens and 
the dog didn’t like to have their picture 
taken together. It took over an hour and a 
half to take four pictures! 

Barpara Hosart (age 12) 


WEST WAREHAM, MASSACHUSETTS: As I am 
a First Class Scout and working for my 
Curved Bar, I enjoy your Girl Scout articles 
very much. 

I have a Labrador Retriever puppy and I 
wish you would have some articles on the 
training of dogs. I plan to be an air-line 
hostess after I graduate. Won’t you please 
have some articles on careers? 

The fashions for back-to-school are lovely. 
I have planned to send for a few of them. 
I have also bought and read many of the 
books which you have reviewed. 

JupirH Wiison (age 13) 


CARLISLE, PENNSYLVANIA: I enjoyed the 
August fashion section very much. I have my 
back-to-school fashions picked out now. 
High-Wire Act and Chipped Out of the 
Rough were tops. 
Corkte LEFEVER 





Please send your letters to The American 
Girl, 155 East 44th St., New York 17, 
N. Y., and tell us your age and address. 
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The Wasp 
(Continued from page 11) 


you one. Stop after class and I'll see that 
you get one.” 

But Leslie didn’t stop after class because 
she wasn’t going to read any of the old 
plays anyway. 

The next day Miss Allen called on Leslie 
again. “Leslie, what would you say is the 
theme of the play ‘Gold’?” 

Leslie said, “I haven’t read it.” 

Miss Allen’s face flushed. “Why not?” 

“I don’t have a book,” Leslie answered 
and the class gasped, remembering the same 
scene the day before. 

Miss Allen looked angry. “I'd like to see 
you after class, Leslie,” she said, “and don’t 
slip out without seeing me. Do you under- 
stand?” 

For the rest of the period Miss Allen 
didn’t smile at all and everyone was very 
quiet. When the bell rang and the others 
left, Leslie remained in her seat and stared 
at the red geraniums in the window box and 
thought, Stupid flowers! Stupid room! Stupid 
teacher! After Miss Allen had finished giv- 
ing out back assignments, the room was 
quiet. There was just Miss Allen and Leslie 
and the radiator that sizzled and the minute 
hand of the clock that bounced time onward 
every couple of minutes with a loud jerk. 

Miss Allen walked up the aisle, sat down 
at the desk in front of Leslie and asked, 
“Leslie, what’s the trouble? Why aren’t you 
doing your work?” 

Leslie looked down at the picture of a 
peanut vendor she was drawing. 

“Most of the students like plays,” Miss 
Allen went on. “Don’t you?” 

“They're all right.” 

“Have you joined any clubs yet or gone 
out for sports? You play tennis?” 

Leslie shook her head. 

“Maybe you'd like to learn. Our tennis 
coach, Miss Martin, was runner-up for girls’ 
champion a few years ago at Forest Hills.” 

Leslie’s fingers traced the initials that had 
been cut into the desk. Miss Allen looked 
at her for a moment and then asked, “What 
school did you come from?” 

“Elizabeth Irwin.” 

“I know how difficult it is to adjust to a 
large school after a small private school like 
Elizabeth Irwin,” Miss Allen said. 

Leslie looked at the geraniums. 

“Leslie, please look at me!” 

Leslie turned her head, but her eyes re- 
fused to meet Miss Allen’s. 

“I'm beginning to think you're spoiled 
and selfish, Leslie,” the teacher said. “But 
whatever is the matter, you won’t be happy 
until you stop brooding about yourself and 
learn that there are other people in the 
world and you have to live with them. I 
wish you would let me help you. If you 
don’t do your work, I can’t pass you in 
English. You may go now.” 

Leslie said good night and left. 

Dead to the flaming autumn foliage, the 
burning blue of the October sky, and the 
crisp exhilaration of the crystal-bright day, 
Leslie hurried home in a fury. Miss Allen’s 
words “spoiled and selfish” marched up and 
down in her mind. I certainly am _ not 
spoiled, she thought. There’s no one to spoil 
me any more, not really—not to spoil me be- 
cause they love me. And what was that the 
teacher had said about learning there were 
other people in the world? Well, maybe 
there were other people in other worlds, but 
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You’re a wise teen 





to trust the future of your figure to 
BOBBIE “Under-Wonders” 


Or course you want to look sleek and smooth now. And Bobbie Bras and 
Britches keep you that way! But more important—Bobbies also give you 
the comfort and freedom, the healthful support your figure needs to develop 
best for the future. Designed specially for teen-agers by Formfit, a name you 
can trust, Bobbie “Under-Wonders” are soft, cool and light. Wash easily, 
dry quick. Have yours in a wardrobe of styles and fabrics for every daytime 
and date-time need! At your favorite store. 
Bobbie Bras $1.25 to $1.75 
In all teen sizes 
Bobbie Strapless, $2.00 


Bobbie Britches from $3.95 
(4 detachable garters) 
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[15 your lie! | 


Capture every 
interesting moment 
in this marvelous 
new-fashioned book. . . 








Be the first in your crowd to get this 
book that teen-agers are going for— 
a private book in which you can write 
down the things you wouldn't tell even 
your best friend; a book to keep your 
most important memories; where you 
ean list your private hopes and ambi- 
tions; what you do with your money; 
how you rate your friends, movie stars, 
radio and television programs; what 
happened on that big date; paste your 
precious personal photographs. 

My Private Life also contains 
tips on how to be prettier, 
healthier, and how to make 

a hit with people. $2.95 a 
at your bookstore. Or 
use handy coupon. 

If you order now, 
book will come in an 
attractive box in which 
to keep your personal 
letters.* 
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LANTERN PRESS, INC. Dept. AG-3 
257 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y., 
Rush my copy of MY PRIVATE LIFE. If I 
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j 4m not satisfied, I may return book within 1 
j 10 days for full refund. *({ understand that § 
4 I_may keep box for my personal letters even § 
4 if I_return book.) i 
1 © Enclosed is check or M. O. for $2.95. You # 
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GIRLS! EARN SPENDING MONEY IN 


SPARE TIME! $50-$100 OR MORE! 







Sell New All-Season 


° 
Home Decal Decorations 
It’s easy! $50-$100 in spare hours by 
showing lovely decorator-designed as- 
sortments. Friends, neighbors buy on 
sight! One day “‘no risk’’ test convinces. 
Start earning now! Mail coupon today! 


START NOW! NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED! 


Millions sold every year! Up to 100% profit per box. 
No investment. Dozens of fast-selling sets for every 

use—kitchen, bath, nursery, gifts, etc. Base- 
ball players! Movie Stars! Iron-on’s! Send 
coupon today for all details, catalog and 
test assortments on approval! No risk! 


DECAL-ART Co., 
344 N. Lorel, Chicago 44 DEPT A-10 


















s==== SEND NO MONEY--==== . 
: Name. : 
8 Addr : 
. City. State ‘ 













Amazing New Decorationslight up 

Christmas Trees, Windows, Mane miracle Gio 
tels, like magic—sell like magic. 24 for a in-the-Dark . 
$1.25. Pay giant cash profits! Make upto 3 } 4 
50c on $1 Christmas Card Assortments. “¢ Glow With- E 
i i c ples 30 lovely em- 

sed Name-ImprintedChristmasCards 

50 for $1.25 up, Matches, Stationery. 

Gifts. Several $1 boxes onApproval. Write 


PURO GREETINGS, 2801 Locust, Dept. 21-M, St. Louis 3, Mo. 


ad 


not in hers. It was hollow. It was so small 
she was the only one left in it, so cramped 
she could hardly turn. She used to feel her- 


self dancing and laughing inside, but not 


any more. Now she was hard and tight and 


| her real self couldn’t break loose. And her 
| head was aching again. 


The next afternoon, Miss Allen said, “The 
first thing I want to do is assign the parts 
for the scenes to be presented two weeks 
from today in assembly. I thought we might 
do a cutting of the scene from “The Taming 
of the Shrew’ in which Petruchio tries to 
tame the violent Katherine. I—” She stopped, 


| interrupted by calls of: 


“Oh, may I be Katherine?” 

“Oh, Miss Allen, please may I?” 

Miss Allen looked puzzled. 

“It was on television last night, Miss Al- 
len,” Nancy explained. “It was dreamy.” 

“Buzz, I wondered if you’d be Petruchio?” 
Miss Allen asked. 

Buzz looked a little sheepish. “I don’t 
care,” he said. “Sure, I guess so.” 

“And then I thought,” Miss Allen went 


'on while the class waited, wondering who 


was to play opposite Buzz, “I thought Leslie 
might play Katherine?” 

No one said a word. No one patted Leslie 
on the back and said, “Nice going!” Leslie 
didn’t answer at once. It would be nice to be 
waspish and tell people what you thought 
of them. Maybe she’d do it. She lifted her 
head and nodded. 

“Good!” Miss Allen said. “Here are your 
scripts. I'll be here every morning at eight 
if you want to rehearse in the auditorium.” 

Although Leslie showed no sign of her 
pleasure, she welcomed the idea of eight- 
o'clock rehearsals because she could eat 
breakfast alone before Jean and her father 


|}came down. Consequently, especially since 


| Buzz didn’t seem to mind getting to school 


early, they rehearsed almost every day. Les- 
lie was grateful to Buzz, although she never 
let him know it, because he didn’t bother 
her. He took the scene as she did—as a 
school assignment—and never tried to make 
conversation with her, as others did. 

After several mornings of a perfect run- 
through, Buzz said, “Well, Leslie, I guess 
we're as ready as we'll ever be. Shall I ask 
Miss Allen to watch us rehearse tomorrow?” 

“Okay,” Leslie said. But even as she an- 
swered she felt a thrust of disappointment. 
Why, she would miss these rehearsals. She 
would miss bouncing the lines back and 
forth with Buzz. Something about the scene 
made her feel tingling and alive, almost like 


; her own self again. She loved hearing Buzz 


say, ““‘Come, come, you wasp; i’ faith you 
are too angry!’ ” And shooting back at him 
“ “If I be angry, best beware my sting.’” But 
the best part of all, she thought, was to hear 
Buzz, his voice strangely soft and gentle, say 
the lines she, too, now knew by heart: 


“IT find you passing gentle. 

Twas told me you were rough and 
coy and sullen. 

And now I find report a very liar: 

For thou art pleasant, gamesome, 
passing courteous, 

But slow in speech, yet sweet as 
springtime flowers.” 


Somehow he said them as if he, Buzz, not 


| Shakespeare, had written them from _ his 


heart. That was foolish, of course. He was 
a good actor. That was all. 

Two days later, Leslie, in a blue velvet 
gown that hugged her small waist and. fell 
in soft folds over the hoops of a farthingale, 


was standing backstage in the auditorium, 
waiting for Buzz. The stiff white ruff of her 
costume scratched her neck, the palms of 
her hands were wet, and she felt cold and 
miserable, and wondered why she had ever 
been foolish enough to become involved in 
all this. And then she saw Buzz coming to- 
ward her in a crimson doublet and long 
black stockings. 

Buzz stopped when he saw Leslie and 
whistled. He beamed on her and _ asked, 
“You look swell, Leslie. What’s the matter?” 

“I'm scared, Buzz. I’m scared,” Leslic 
said, her eyes beginning to fill with tears. 

“You silly kid!” Buzz said, patting her on 
the shoulder. “Why, you're wonderful. 
You're gonna slay em. Want to run over 
the lines?” 

“No, no, I guess not. You'll give me the 
cue if I forget, Buzz?” 

“Sure I will, Leslie. You okay now?” 

“I—I guess so.” 

“How about letting me walk you home 
tonight, Leslie?” 

“All right, Buzz, if—if, I live through 
this!” Leslie said and managed a little laugh. 

“Atta girl. Here goes,” Buzz said and 
signaled that they were ready. 

Miss Allen hurried up to them, whispered, 
“You look stunning!” and went away again. 
Buzz gave Leslie’s hand a squeeze and 
walked on stage. Leslie followed, remem- 
bering, in spite of the little nerve that kept 
jumping up and down in her upper lip, that 
she was supposed to be a proud Katherine. 

On through the tempestuous scene they 
went, and Leslie could feel that the audi- 
ence was listening to every word. She heard 
them gasp aloud when she struck Buzz 
soundly across the cheek and he answered, 
“TI swear I'll cuff you if you strike again.” 
But when Buzz grasped her arms and shook 
her gently and said: ““Thou must be mar- 
ricd to no man but me: For I am he am 
born to tame you, Kate;“” she forgot 
students, teachers, and the scratchy ruff. She 
was Katherine and Buzz was Petruchio, and 
they were lost in a moment of time years 
ago. She was spiraled back into the present 
only when the audience broke into ap- 
plause. 

Later, in class, Miss Allen said, “That was 
beautifully done, Leslie and Buzz. Let’s see 
what the class noticed about your acting. 
Yes, Nancy?” 

“Well, they both seemed to be really in 
their parts and they stayed in them. I 
thought they were simply marvelous!” 

“The costumes helped to get us in the 
mood,” Laura added. “It was wonderful.” 

The class continued to discuss the scene 
for some time. Miss Allen was pleased with 
the performance and the enthusiastic ap- 
proval of the class. 

After class Buzz said, 
scared!” 

“Oh I was, Buzz!” Leslie said. “But you 
helped me. You really did.” 

“Tll see you at the front door as soon 
as you're ready.” 

“Okay, Buzz,” Leslie said, and ran down 
the hall. 

Students smiled at her and called out, 
“Good work, Leslie.” “You were wonderful.” 

She found herself smiling back at them. 
It seemed as if the icy fingers that had been 
clamped on her heart for so long had 
opened and she could breathe freely again. 
She saw the sun flooding through the tall 
windows and it felt warm and good. She 
was a little giddy with release and happiness. 

When she appeared at the front door a 


“And were 


you 


OCTOBER, 1952 
















Sook Sweatt 


..-on a hayride 
...on a hike 


In uniform or out, you always want to look your 
best. That’s why you're going to be so pleased 
with your Buster Brown Official Girl Scout Shoes. 
These fashion-right fun-lovers always give you 
that well dressed look wherever you go—what- 
ever you do. They’re just tops for easy-going 
comfort and proper support, too... and the word 
“Official” inside tells both you and your Mother 
you're getting the best shoes made for Girl Scouts. 
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Brownie Scout Shoes. too. 
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few minutes later, Buzz was already there. 

“Hi, Katherine!” he said. “Didn’t take 
you long.” 

He held open the heavy door saying, 
“Well, it certainly went over all right.” 

“Did—did I hurt you when I slapped you?” 

“Sure you did. See how loose my jaw 
s?” Buzz said, wiggling his jaw. 

“Oh, you!” Leslie giggled. Then taking a 
deep breath of the October air, she said, 
“Gee, it’s a nice day. What’s that bush 
with the bright berries?” 

“That’s barberry.” 

“And what are those orange berries on 
that tree?” 

“Bittersweet.” 

“And those small, shaggy flowers walking 
up to that house?” 

“A kind of chrysanthemum. Say, Leslie 
don’t you know any flowers?” 

“Not many—roses, orchids, gardenias. I’ve 
| lived in the city all my life. I didn’t know 
boys liked flowers.” 

“This one does,” Buzz said. “Say, you see 
that little plant over there, between those 
rocks? It has a blue flower that blooms in 
early spring. Do you know it?” 





COURTESY CYPRESS GARDENS, FLORIDA Leslie shook her head. 
Sweeping, swooping speed as water skis Safety Brake brings any bike to a | “That's scilla. It’s a beautiful blue, like 
skim the surface is a top thrill. But quicker, smoother stop, for its braking _| the sky in eae. Sen know what it re- 
that speed must be completely con-  surfaceis 38 per cent greater. It’s lighter minds me of, Leslie’ 


“No.” 

“Can’t you guess?” 

“No, Buzz. I—-I can’t.” 

“Then I won't tell you.” 

“Oh, Buzz, you’re mean!” 

They walked along for a few minutes in 
i . | silence. Then Buzz said, “Say, Leslie, do 

Go All-American with | you play tennis?” 


“No, but I’m going to learn. Miss Allen 


? told me how good the girls’ coach is. Miss 
Allen’s terrific, isn’t she?” 
“Sure is!” 


“Oh, Buzz, look at that beautiful tree!” 
SAPE ny, — ‘ “That’s a birch. You know what?” 
“What, Buzz?” 


“T think I'd better teach you a few things 
NEW DEPARTURE... DIVISION OF GENERAL MOTORS... . BRISTOL, aaa Fg nating rag on taidew th maid 
GET - ACQUAINTED OFFERS———— | lesson at the dance Friday night? I ought to 





trolled or you’re in for a spill. In bicy- and stronger, too! The New Departure 
cling, too, speed must be under the nameonthe brake arm means that your 
rider’s control. The New Departure bike is equipped with the very best! 
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USE "OFFICIAL" “Should you?” 
GIRL SCOUT GEAR | “Of course!” Buzz said. “We can’t have 


citizens of Beechdale going around not 







You can be sure of the best camping | | knowing what trees they're bumping into!” 
Engraved equipment when you buy only that Leslie laughed and didn’t answer for a 
galas -Aey get marked “OFFICIAL”. | moment. She could feel the world stretch- 
any Name. Year or Date All of these Pennington products are | | img out wide—wide enough for her and 
on Lock Pin. “OFFICIAL” | Buzz and Daddy and Jean and everybody. 
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She turned to Buzz, “If I go, will you tell 




















nr he Ar eee eee Girl Scout Rucksacks Baby Duffle Bags me what the little blue scilla flower reminds 
Lunch Bags Laundry Bags P59? 
Zipper Duffle Bags Canteen Covers . oa off 
Mess Kit Covers Could be. Say, we're almost at Larch’s. 
FRIENDSHIP i 50c | Would the prettiest ‘Kate in Christendom’ 
BRACELET Only WE CONGRATULATE AMERICAN | like a coke?’ 
NEW FRIENDSHIP RING GIRL ON ITS 35 YEARS OF SERVICE Leslie stopped, raised her head arrogantly, 
TO GIRL SCOUTING. | and said, “ “They call me Katherine that do 
Nea: talk of me!’” 
PENNINGTON MFG. CO. Then they both laughed. Leslie said, 
COLUMBIA, S. C. must be getting home. My—my mother il 








want to hear about the play.” 
— ee Buzz pulled some pine needles from a 
tree and dropped them on Leslie’s head. She 
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Sol Kohn 


itch-Cra 


by HELEN WOLFE 


7OU don’t need a magic potion to brew up 
a wicked-looking od witch like the one we) 
have shown above. All you need are a few! 
scraps of black and colored crepe paper (don’t 
throw away the leftovers after you have com- 
pleted your Halloween decorations), plus some 
easily found odds and ends such as newspaper, | 
a small branch, a few pipe cleaners, and some 
straw. After an hour or so of more fun than 
work, you will be proudly looking at your finished | 
witch just as our Prize Purchase model is doiag 
on page 21. 
At such next-to-nothing cost, you will want to| 
make a number of these weird and wonderful 
party props. Try setting off your Halloween table | 
with a witch centerpiece. Have her stirring a | 
“brewing” pot filled with orange and licorice | 
candies. If your class is having a Halloween 
party, surprise your teacher and friends by bring- | 
ing in your little witch as a classroom decoration. 
Or you may want to make several witches and 
present them to friends or hospitalized children. 
To get free, simple instructions for making | 
your little witch, send a large, self-addressed, 
stamped envelope to Craft Editor, The AMER- 
ICAN GIRL Magazine, 155 East 44 Street, New 
York 17, N. Y. 


The Wind Blows Free 


(Continued from page 17) 


and Carolyn in your care,” he said. Then 
he kissed them and rode off. 

At the end of the first week Papa came 
home to spend Sunday. “It’s going fine,” he | 
said. “They should be here by September. 
By the way, Dennis Kennedy is back.” 

Dennis! Melinda’s heart began to thump | 
at the sound of his name. 

The next day a knock came at the dug- 
out door and when Mama opened it, Dennis 
stepped into the room. 

“Why hello, Dennis,” Mama said cordial- 
ly. “We haven't seen you for a long time.” 

“Hello,” Dennis said, looking at Melinda. 

“Hello,” she said as casually as she could. | 
How tall he had grown! She tried not to 
remember the last time she had seen him 
and hoped he had forgotten it. 

Dennis turned to Mama. “Manilla Foster | 
is very sick. Nick has ridden to Amarillo for | 
the doctor, and he thought, well—” 

“That I should go to the Fosters’,” Mama | 
finished. 

“Yes, ma’am, but he forgot Mr. Pierce 
wasn't here. I guess you can't leave.” 
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BEAM 
Bicycle | 
Headlight ; 


alts $4495 


This beauty’s worth twice the price. Unbe- 
lievable brillance... Smart design! Headlight 
contains the famous G. E. sealed beam lamp. 
Uses long-life 6-volt dry battery. See your 
dealer. Look at all the Deltas! 
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Mama hesitated only a moment. “Of 
course, I can go,” she said. “You ride ahead 

| and tell them I’m coming.” 
| Dennis looked at her gratefully. “I’m glad, 
| Mrs. Pierce. They’re pretty much upset.” 

As soon as he had gone, Mama turned to 
| Melinda. She gave her a kind of sizing-up 
|look, as if she were measuring her inside. 
|“I have to go, Melinda. I can’t ignore a 
| neighbor’s need. That means you'll be here 
alone with the children tonight, but you'll 
| get along all right. The boys are to do the 
|chores. Then you will all come into the 
‘house and stay here until morning. You are 

not to light a lamp. Just go to bed as soon 
| as it grows dark, and you are not to go out- 
| side for anything. Understand?” 
| They promised to be careful and present- 
_ly Mama rode off on Prince. 

When supper was over and the dishes 
| done, they sat inside the dugout, trying not 
|to notice the great quiet. 
| “It’s just about dark,” Melinda decided, 
| with a cheerfulness she did not feel. “Let's 
| go to bed as we promised Mama we would.” 
| Melinda did not know how long she had 
been asleep when something wakened her. 
| “Help!” a voice called, weak but distinct, 
a human voice not too far away. “Help!” 
| Melinda was sure of two things. It was a 
|man’s voice, and it was not far from the 
dugout. She got up and tiptoed to the win- 
dow. Stepping up on a chair, she tried to 
peer out. The night was like black wool and 
very still, for the wind had died down. Then 
| the voice came faintly a third time. “Help!” 

Melinda stepped down and stood wonder- 
ing if she had imagined it. “Help!” There 
it was again. She started toward the door 
and then stopped. Mama’s words came back 
to her. “You are not to go outside for any- 
thing after dark.” It could be a rustler out 
there, an Indian, a desperado, anybody. 
Then she heard Mama’s voice again, “I can’t 

ignore a neighbor’s need.” 

That settled it. She walked over 
touched Dick’s shoulder, then Bert’s. 
were awake instantly. “What’s wrong?” 

“Sh!” she whispered. “Don’t wake Caro- 
lyn and Katie. Someone is calling for help.” 

Again the cry came. “Help!” 

“It could be a robber,” Bert said. “Or 
Nick or Herman in trouble,” added Dick. 

“That’s what I’m afraid of,” Melinda said 
in reply to Dick. “Anyway, we've got to go 
and see. One of you boys will go with me, 
the other must stay here. If we don’t come 
back, don’t come for us. Wait here and tell 
Mama what happened.” She wasn’t half as 


and 
They 


brave as she was pretending to be. She 
turned to Bert, for by now both boys were 
dressed. “Get the lantern off the ledge and 
light it. Better take a few extra matches.” 

Together they unfastened the door, walked 
up the steps into the eerie darkness. The 
lantern made a small circle of light as they 
walked quickly in the direction from which 
the call had come. 

“Here, I'm right over here,” the voice 
called again. “Don’t be scared. It’s Dennis.” 

He lay on the ground, his leg twisted 
under him. In the lantern’s light his face 
looked pale. Sweat stood on his forehead 
and he had bitten his lips until they showed 
the marks of his teeth. 

“Golly, Dennis, whatever 
Bert asked. 

“My horse stumbled,” Dennis explained. 
“I guess it was a prairie-dog hole. They'll 
start hunting when my horse gets home 
without me, but how will they ever find me?” 

Melinda thought fast. 

“Bert,” she said, “go get Dick. Bring a 
blanket and a pillow. And some chips.” 

“What are you going to do?” Bert asked. 

“Build a fire, a signal fire, to show the 
cowboys where to come.” As she spoke, she 
began to break off handfuls of grass, piling 
them in a heap. The coarse grass bit into 
her flesh, but she raked a spot clear with 
her hands and by the time the boys re- 
turned she had the place ready. Together 
they built a fire on the prairie, watching it 
carefully as they fed it. Melinda knew that 
the first sight of fire would bring some of 
the cowboys as fast as they could ride. 

She slipped the pillow under Dennis’ 
head, being careful not to move him. 

‘Golly, does it hurt a lot?” Bert said. 

“Not—too—bad,” Dennis lied bravely. 

“Lay the blanket over him, Dick,” 
Melinda ordered. “Then both of you help 
me with this fire.” 

As the fire rose, a spark jumped across 
the cleared-off place and landed on the tall 
grass. Melinda grabbed the blanket off Den- 
nis and whacked it out before it had time 
to get started. Thank goodness, she thought, 
the night was windless. 

Suddenly two figures were riding up to 
them. “What you kids doing?” Nick shouted. 

“Hello, Nick,” Dennis hailed him weakly. 
“Sure am glad you came.” 

“It’s Dennis,” Melinda explained. 
fallen and hurt his leg.” 

“Well, Pll be doggoned!” Nick exclaimed 
as he and Herman swung off their horses. 
“Well, I'll be everlastingly doggoned.” 
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Beginning Next Month 
“THE GOLDEN ALLIGATOR” 


By ELIZABETH G. 


SEIBERT 


SETTING—The mysterious Florida jungle with its steaming, rustling dark- 
ness by night; its smothering, green growth by day. 
CHARACTERS—Pretty, gay Co-co with a burning ambition to be a landscape 


architect. 


Wealthy, lordly Tuck full of exuberant plans for fun and 


adventure 


Serious, kind Wes, tanned blond yardman with a green thumb 


for growing things 


Indian Mary, the ancient Seminole woman who had a shivery 
fascination for the young people 
The author of “No More Foul-Ups” and “How Are You Going to Know?” 
has written a two-part story of buried treasure with all the ingredients 


for a thrilling and absorbing yarn. 
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Should a greeny hesitate to date — 


(_] A redhead (_] A Varsity hero 


Every eye’s peeled while you “set” your future rating: a Jezebel ? Or 
doe in the know? Takes grit for a freshman to reject an upperclass- 
man’s bid, but it’s law, date-wise; guards junior and senior gals’ 
bookings. Stick to the frosh set. On certain days, don’t hesitate to 
meet all eyes—unflinching. The flat pressed ends of Kotex prevent 
revealing outlines. Further. you’re extra comfortable: your new Kotex 
belt’s made with soft-stretch elastic; non-twisting, non-curling. 





When it’s time to leave, do you — 
|_] Linger longer _[_] Dash for the door 


Ever insist you “must be going” —then 
tarry at the door ‘til your hostess wilts? 
Even worse, do you sprint doorward almost 
without warning? Exit gracefully! After 
saying goodbye, depart—with poise. But 
poise at “problem” time often depends on 
comfort that stays and stays! Choose Kotex. 
Made to stay soft while you wear it, natu- 
rally Kotex holds its shape. 


(_] A frosh 





Are you in 
the know? 











How to intrigue Unpredictable Pete? 


|_| Suit yourself [_] Make like a chameleon 


You knock yourself out trying to be sportsy 
— because he says he likes the athletic type. 
Then he switches to the shy, so-helpless 
honeychile! Keep changing your person- 
ality to suit his moods? N-O! Be the way 
that suits you; your independence will inter- 
est him! You can suit yourself exactly (re 
“calendar” needs), with one of the 3 
absorbencies of Kotex. Try all 3! 


More women choose KOTEN than all other sanilary napkins 


Want to get “certain” facts straight ? 





If you have “sandpaper” arms, better — 
|_] Hug the TV set (_| Start scrubbing 


You needn't turn down ‘“‘dance-dress’’ 
dates on account of rough spots on your 
upper arms. Spark your circulation—by 
scrubbing arms with bath brush, soap, 
warm water. (Start now, so you can wear 
your new Fall formals —unembarrassed.) 
And for extra protection from problem-day 
embarrassment, count on Kotex (so absor- 
bent!) and that special safety center. 
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[(_] Ask Sis |_| Seea Librarian (_| Read “V.P.Y." 


Hazy about what happens and why — 
at “that” time? Read “Very Personally 
Yours’’—the new, free booklet filled 
with easy-to-understand facts, plus 


lively illustrations (by Walt Disney 


Productions). Hints on diet, exercise, 
grooming . . . do’s and dont’s a girl 
should know! Send for your copy today. 
FREE! Address Room 1110,919 North 
Michigan Avenue, Chicago 11, IJlinois. 





KOTEX IS A REGISTERED TRADE MARK 
OF THE INTERNATIONA 
CELLUCOTTON PRODUCTS COMPANY 
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postpaid in U.S.A. 
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proof. Floor is insect and waterproof. 85” long x 60” 
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CUTICURA brings 
amazing improvement 
in just 7 days 
Cleanse daily with fra- 
grant, mildly medicated 

Cuticura Soap and apply 
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ARE YOU GOING TO MOVE? 
Give The American Girl at least six weeks’ 
notice, so as not to miss any issues. Be sure to 
send your old as well as your new address to 
The American Girl, 155 E. 44th St., N. Y. 17. 
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“Stand still, Melinda,” Mama ordered. 
!She was kneeling on the floor, trying to 
mark the hem of a pink-and-white ging- 
ham dress she was making for Melinda. “I 
must get this finished. Here it is the middle 
of August and it will be time for you to 
leave before we know it.” 

In three weeks Melinda was going back 
to East Texas! She herself could not seem 
|to realize it. Katie trailed after her, loath 
| to let her out of sight, making her promise 
|over and over again to write about every- 
thing she did at the Academy. Even the 
twins were subdued. They had been mighty 
| proud of her quick thinking in lighting a 
i fire the night Dennis was hurt. Melinda 
| remembered how they had sat there for 
| hours, waiting for Herman to come back 
| with the doctor. He had set Dennis’ leg 
| right there, praising the Pierces for not mov- 
ling him. 
| When Mama got back from the Fosters’ 
| they had taken turns telling her what had 
|happened. She had looked at Melinda 
| gravely and never said a word about dis- 
| obeying her order not to go outside. 
| “I’m proud of you, Melinda.” She spoke 
as she would have to another woman. 

Somehow Melinda could not feel the joy- 
ous anticipation about going back to East 
Texas that she had expected to feel. She 
sensed that there was something the family 
was keeping from her. It was in the air. 
| Late one afternoon, standing outside the 
dugout with Katie, she found out what it 
was. The wind was sweeping out of the 
| sky’s vast blue reaches, the same wind that 
| was to turn their windmill, making them a 
partner in its freedom. It would make it 
possible for them to tame this land which 
was as big as the sky, as free as the wind. 

“You must draw me a picture of the 
windmill, Katie,” Melinda said. 

“Oh, we aren't going to have one,” Katie 
began, then clapped her hand over her 
| mouth in sudden fright. 

“Katie!” Melinda’s voice was_ sharp. 
“What were you saying?” She persisted 
until finally she forced it out of the child. 

“Papa took money instead of having the 


men come and dig the well for him,” Katie 
explained unwillingly. 
Then Melinda knew. “Papa took the 


money so he could send me back to East 
Texas, didn’t he?” 

“Yes,” Katie admitted miserably, “ 
weren't to tell you.” 

Melinda turned and walked off to the 
corral gate. She stood on the bottom rail 
and put her hands on the top one, looking 
across the miles of endless space. She gazed 

long time, and gradually she began to 
realize a fact which she had refused to face 
for some time. She did not really want to 
go back to East Texas! She wanted to stay 
here in the Panhandle. Back there she would 
have to learn to be a lady, to play the piano, 
paint pictures, ride sidesaddle, and study 
from books. All these things she was learn- 
ing, after a fashion, right here from Mama, 
as well other important things—standing up 
to outlaws, making Christmas out of noth- 
‘ing, riding miles to nurse a sick child until 
the doctor came. 

These were real needs. They took on the 
bigness of the wide sky she had grown to 
love, the strength of the wind. She knew 
|now she could not go back to East Texas 
| any more than she could crowd herself into 
| her dresses that Mama was making over for 
| Katie. She had outgrown them both. 

That was it! Katie was the one to go, and 


but we 


by the time she was old enough there would 
be money to send her. In the meantime 
there would be a windmill pumping up 
fresh water for the family. She turned to- 
ward the dugout, purposeful and sure. 

The family looked up as she entered. “I 
thought I'd tell you,” she said. “I don’t 
want to go back to East Texas to school.” 

They stared at her. Then Mama asked, 
“Which child has been talking?” 

“Nobody told me anything for sure,” 
linda said. “I just guessed.” 

Papa had a strange expression on his face. 
As always, he was the first to understand. 
“Melinda, are you sure?” he asked. 

“I was never more sure of anything in 
my life,” Melinda answered. 

Two weeks later, Melinda was standing 
near the place where the well was going 
to be. Already work had begun, and each 
day the family went out to watch the 
gradually deepening hole. Perhaps none of 
them watched with quite Melinda’s pride. 
The Pierces weren’t running away, the way 
so many other homesteaders were. She and 
her family were staying, even though things 
were hard. They were making plans for the 
future, a future that would include this 
country. They were digging a well now; 
next year they would plant crops again. 

Melinda stood alone at the site of the 
well, thinking. The day faded into twilight; 
the sky, big and beautiful, arched above 
her; the wind blew, quick and free. 

She turned to watch a horseman riding 
toward her swinging his hat and calling, 
“Hello, Melinda.” It was Dennis Kennedy. 

She had not seen him since the night, 
six weeks ago, when she had lighted the 
bonfire to guide the cowboys to him. She 


Me- 


felt shy, scarcely knowing what to say. 
“Hello,” she calle d. Then, as he drew near- 
er, she asked, “How’s your leg? 


“All right,” he said quickly, as if he were 
still ashamed of letting a horse throw him. 
“I came to thank you for what you did for 
me that night.” 

“Oh, that’s nothing,” Melinda said. 

“I tried to come sooner,” he told her, 
“but the doctor wouldn’t let me do much 
riding. Annie said you were going away to 
school. I'm going away, too. I've decided 
to be a doctor. Before I left, I wanted to 
bring you something to take with you and 
to say thank you.” He handed her a box. 

Melinda took it, turning it over in her 
hands. A gift from Dennis! He was going 
away. Then she remembered she was not. 
“But I'm not going away to school,” she 
said and started to return the gift. 

“Oh, you keep it anyway,” he said. “I 
want you to have it.” There was a pause. 
“Aren't you going to open it?” 

She opened the box. In it lay the beauty 
pin that came with the coffee coupons. 
They were just as the prize list had de- 
scribed them—gold pins, half an inch long, 
with designs of flowers all over them. They 
were the most beautiful things Melinda had 
ever seen. Dennis had given up his diction- 
ary to get them for her! She looked at him 
without speaking. 

He broke the silence. “I don’t under- 
stand,” he said, going back to what she had 
said before. “I thought you wanted to go 
away to school more than anything.” 

“I thought so, too,” she replied. “But 
we—well, we needed the money for some- 
thing else. For a well and windmill.” Sud- 
denly she felt foolish, for she remembered 
the other time when she had told him how 

(Continued on page 52) 
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BECAUSE YOU'RE MINE—Ren- 
aldo Rossano (Mario Lanza), op- 
era and recording star, finds to 
his disgust thet he is plain Pri- 
vate Rossano in the Army. Te 

p prise, he gets spe- 











Slick little booklet of clever 

decorating tips and easy ways 
to keep your room 

looking nice ¢ 


on SNF ‘ 
* 3 (6, , 


Like to know how to make a 






tricky, heart-shaped bulletin 
board? How to put a ruffle on 
your mirror? How to make your 
radio gleam? Then write for your 
free copy of “Smart Girls Wax 
Their Own Rooms.” 





Girl Scouts! If you're working 
for your Housekeeper’s Badge 
you'll find all kinds of helpful 
ideas in this booklet. 











Write to: 


Consumer Education Dept. AGLO 


JOHNSON’S WAX 


Racine, Wisconsin 


Ask for “Smart Girls Wax 
| Their Own Rooms.” Be sure 
to give your name and address. 





THE AMERICAN GIRL * 








HOw TO EARN MONEY 
FOR YOUR COUNCIL FUND 


It’s easy—it’s fun to sell 












GIRL SCOUT COOKIES 


WHY IT’S EASY: Because Weston’s Cookies 
are so delicious—so good—you can tell your 


neighbors you know they will enjoy them. 


Both the Cream Filled Sandwich Cookies and 
the Wafer Cookies bear the Official Girl Scout 
Seal—your neighbors are interested in 

cooperating with the local Girl Scouts, they'll 


want to try these Scout cookies. 


HOW TO GET GOING: If your council 
hasn’t started yet tell them they can 
get all the material needed by writing the 
nearest of the Weston’s plants listed below. 
Or if yours is a lone troop just ask your leader 
to send a postal card to the Weston plant 
nearest to you. Weston’s will send her complete infor- 


mation and will supply you with all necessary selling aids. 


BECAUSE OF THE SIZE OF THE GIRL SCOUT ORGAN- 
IZATION, WE REGRET THAT WE CAN ASK ONLY 
LEADERS OR COUNCIL MEMBERS TO WRITE 

Ssse¢etyr 


¢) WESTON <ourany 


PASSAIC, N. J., BATTLE CREEK, MICH., BURBANK, CALIF., WACO, TEXAS 
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much her family needed money, the day of 
the Indian scare, and how rude she had 
been. He must be remembering it too, for 
he sat on his horse so quietly that he 
seemed not even to be in the same world 
with her. Then she knew she had to tell 
him, that she could not Jet him think she 
was a heroine when she wasn't. 

“Dennis,” she said, her head drooping, “1 
didn't give up school just so Papa could 
have his well.” This was harder than she 
had thought. What would he think of her, 
he who loved books and school above every- 
think else? “I didn’t really want to go,” 
finished, blushing. 

“You didn’t want to go?” 

“No, I didn’t want to go back to East 
Texas. I like it better out here. I don’t be- 
long in East Texas any more.” 

Dennis looked at her strangely. “I didn't 
tell you all the truth, either, Melinda, when 
I said I wanted to be a doctor. but 


she 


I do, 


the rest of it is you.” 
“Me?” There was surprise in her voice. 
“Yes, you. Remember that day you flew 
at me when you were gathering bones?” 


Remember? As if she could ever forget it! 
“At first 1 was hopping mad at you. Then [ 
got to thinking and I knew you were right. 
A person can’t just take and take and take 
everything, and not give anything in return.” 

“I—I was very rude that day,” Melinda 
acknowledged. “I've been wanting to apolo- 
gize ever since. 

He did not seem to hear her. “I got to 
thinking I'd like to do something worth 
while, only I didn’t know what it was. I 
went up to Kansas City, thinking I'd get an 
idea. But I didn’t, and I was homesick for 
the Panhandle.” ” 

That Melinda could understand. 

“So I came back, and then when I broke 
my leg, I knew I wanted to be a doctor. 
But I never would have started thinking 
about it if it hadn’t been for you.” He 
paused and leaned over his horse’s side 
until he was almost on a level with her. 
“Melinda,” he said solemnly, as if he were 
making a promise to her and to the country, 
too, “Melinda, 'm coming back here after 
I learn to be a doctor. ['m coming back to 


the Panhandle.” 
She looked up at him, a lovely feeling 
flooding her heart. “I—oh, Dennis, that’s 


wonderful.” 

“Don't you forget, Melinda,” he 
“You stay right here, will you? 
stand? I’m coming back.” 


went on. 
You under- 


Melinda faced him, quiet and sure. “I 
promise, Dennis,” she said softly. “Oh, I 
promise. I'll be here when you come back!” 


He straightened up on his horse. “Good- 
»y, Melinda,” he said. 


‘Good-by, Dennis.” 


He turned and rode off, and Melinda 
watched him go. The great sky arched 
above him, the richness of its coloring 


lighting up Melinda who stayed and Dennis 
who rode away. The wind blew, brave and 
free, It seemed to pick up his words and 
carry them back to her. 

“Tl be back, Melinda,” it whispered. 

She watched him until he was out of 
sight. Then she turned and hurried toward 
the dugout, toward her family. THE END 


Eprror’s Note: This is a condensed version of 
THE AMERICAN Gint—Dopp, MEAap prize story, 
“The Wind Blows Free,” by Loula Grace 
Erdman, which was published by Dodd, Mead 


é+ Company in a $2.50 edition last month 
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You are a Girl Scout and proud of 
it! You know you are an impor- 
tant member of the Girl Scouts. 
Others will know it, too, when you 
wear your official uniform. It’s 
beautifully designed in the man- 
ner of today—for real comfort 
and outstanding good looks. Wear 
your uniform to show you belong! 


Official Uniforms and Accessories 
are sold by your 


OFFICIAL GIRL SCOUT 
EQUIPMENT AGENCY 


GIRL SCOUTS 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 


A—Intermediate Girl Scout 
Uniform—an attractive 
green cotton covert dress. 


B—Alternate Uniform for 
Intermediate Girl Scouts in 
Junior High—white blouse, 
green gabardine skirt. 


C—Senior Girl Scout Uniform 
—a flattering dress in green 
cotton covert. 


D—Alternate Senior Girl 
Scout Uniform—a smart two- 
piece, green gabardine skirt 
and white cotton blouse, 


OF THE U.S. A. 
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What’s wrong with this uniform? 
Here are the errors — count them: 
Beret askew, tie pretty tired, belt 
dangling, overloaded. Pocket packed 
with odds and ends means sadly 
sagging skirt. Sloppy socks, wrinkled 
uniform, add up to what the well- 
dressed Intermediate doesn’t wear 











Presto, chango, and you see the 
same Girl Scout trim and tidy from 
top to toe! Uniform is spice and 
span, well-fitting. Careful attention 
to grooming, posture, and such 
details as proper placing of insignia 
make her sure she'll be a credit to 
her organization wherever she goes 


Your uniform is the outward symbol of the high 


ideals and unity of your Girl Scout organization 


With approval of the council, Intermediates in Junior High 


may choose to wear the 


alternate uniform shown here: 


Crisp white blouse, medium-dark-green skirt, beret, troop 
tie with Girl Scout pin on the knot, and the badge sash 



















BELONG’ is a proud and warming phrase. 
Say it silently, in your mind, and 
you're pretty sure to have a precious 

feeling of assurance that you are a member 
of something bigger than yourself—whether 
it be a family, an organized group, a com- 
munity, a nation. When you say aloud, “I 
belong . . . to the Girl Scouts,” you tell the 
werld that you are a part of a living kin- 
ship of girls who share the same ideals, 
activities, and fun regardless of differences 
in. race and color and creed. 

You can say “I belong” in still another 
way that requires no words spoken either 
silently or aloud. You can say it through 
the symbol that immediately identifies you 
as a Girl Scout anywhere, anytime. This 
symbol is your Girl Scout uniform. 

Of course you know how © wear your 
uniform! Even so, it’s always a good idea 
to check up on yourself from time to time. 
You'll find a refresher course pictured on 
these pages. Here are some more tips. 





Above: This Senior is a shining example 
of neatness and good grooming in her. 
alternate Senior uniform which consists 
of attractive white blouse with convert- 
ible collar, trim-fitting medium-dark-green 
skirt, official Senior hat. Insignia is cor- 
rectly placed on and above blouse pocket 


Right: The official camp uniform is 
definitely designed for casual living in 
the great outdoors. Shorts are practical, 
basque shirt is cut for comfort. But 
remember — even in the more informal 
camping atmosphere, you look much better 
when your uniform is right and_ tidy 


Photos by Sam Rosenberg 
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INTERMEDIATES 

Be sure you buy a uniform that really 
fits. Try it on for size; alter hem, if neces- 
sary, to make the length becoming to you. 

Too-long ties can be troublesome. If you 
have this problem, take a tuck in your tie 
at the point that goes under your collar at 
the back of your neck. Tie is tied in a 
square knot, ends straight out. To keep 
your tie crisp, try starching it a bit when 
you launder it. 

Beret is worn straight and slightly back 
o1 your head, insignia at center front. 

Buy your belt with care. Onc that is just 
long enough to encircle your waist com- 
fortably and fasten properly is a guarantee 
against a hanging end. 

Place insignia properly. How? You'll find 
accurate and detailed instructions in your 
“Girl Scout Handbook” and in your Girl 
Scout Equipment Catalogue. 


SENIORS 

Your hat is worn tipped at a slight angle 
over your right eye. 

You'll be wearing stockings instead of 
socks, so keep those seams straight. 

There is only one right, official way to 
wear your insignia. Don’t trust your mem- 
ory. Look it up in your Handbook or Equip- 
ment Catalogue. 

When wearing your alternate uniform, 
guard against the parting of the ways—be- 



































































































Troop party coming up — and this troop 
member is dressed for it in her Senior 
uniform. She knows, too, that the smartly- 
styled items of this official dress-hat, 
one-piece uniform, leather belt, shoes are 
suitable for all the places her varied 
Senior program activities may take her 


tween blouse and skirt. A trimly fitting skirt 
will help you avoid this. 


Whatever uniform you wear— 
Intermediate, Senior, camp—you'll look far 
more attractive and alert in it if you make 
certain it is: (1) clean—really clean, (2) 
well-pressed, and (3) in good repair. 
The Intermediate and Senior uniforms, al- 
ternate Intermediate and alternate Senior 
blouses, ties, camp shorts and shirts, are 
washable, vat-dyed, and Sanforized. To 
keep these spotless, wash them in mild suds 
and warm water, hang in the shade and 
press while damp. Between washings or 
dry cleanings do some touching up with the 
iron whenever needed. Intermediate beret, 
Senior hat, alternate Intermediate and alter- 
nate Senior skirt should be dry-cleaned. 
Little details like a loose button or a frayed 
buttonhole or insignia sewn on carelessly 
can spoil an otherwise trim uniform. 

Your own personal good-grooming rou- 
tine—attention to your hair, your nails, gen- 
eral freshness, cleanliness, and neatness—is, 
of course, basic. And proper posture will 
add immeasurably to your appearance. 

Only you, a registered Girl Scout, are 
privileged to wear the uniform. Wear it 
with pride! THE END 
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Here’s your FREE 


ELLING KIT 


PREPARED EXCLUSIVELY for Girl 
Scouts! Makes a big difference when you're 
trying to raise funds for troop projects, uni- 
forms, camp or equipment. Shows attractive 
samples of fast-selling 
Gift-Boxed stationery 
and other items that will 
help you earn big profits 
easily. “Our customers 
were so pleased!’’— 
writes Troop 109, Sani- 
taria Springs, N. Y. 





cash profits plus 
the American Girl 
at no cost to you! 


BEST OF ALL troop 
members get personal re- 
wards too, in addition 


cial GIRL SCOUT 
PLAN brings them paid- 
in-full American Girl 


subscriptions for them- 
selves, at no cost. Don’t 
delay. Ask your leader 


to rush the coupon today 
for all the facts. 4 $1 Xmas Asst. 








< HANSEL & GRETEL 
lovable figurines 
help earn profits 








RUSH COUPON TODAY FOR 
FREE SELLING KIT 
AND CARD SAMPLES ON APPROVAL 


To: THE AMERICAN GIRL, Dept. AG4 
Attn. Julia Dempsey 

155 East 44th St., New York 17, N. Y. 
Please send Official American Girl-Quaint Shop 
Free Selling Kit with Stationery samples, and new 
assortment of Girl Scout-Quaint Shop Christmas 
Cards on approval for free examination, 
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City State Troop No. ——___ 
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“OCTOBER'S BRIGHT BLUE WEATH- 
ER brings us crisp, tingling autumn 
days; gorgeous colors in flowers and foli- 
age; football games and Halloween 
frolics—and Girl Scout Week! During the 
Seven Service Days the Girl Scouts of 
the United States of America will dem- 
onstrate to their communities the fine 
things for which their organization 
stands; the ways in which it is helping to 
build good citizens for a better world 
of tomorrow. And on Halloween many 
troops will commemorate with special 
programs the birthday of Juliette Low. 
This year has a special significance, for 
1952 marks the fortieth anniversary of 
the founding of Girl Scouting in this 
country by Mrs. Low. The handful of 
girls in Savannah, Georgia, whom Mrs. 
Low gathered into her first troop, has 
expanded to a membership of over a mil- 
lion and a half. But the ideals and prin- 
ciples of Girl Scouting remain the same; 
and steadily, surely, Mrs. Low’s dream 
of a bond of mutual understanding and 
friendship linking together girls all over 
the world is being realized. Surely it is 
a goal well worth striving toward. 


Bet A TIMELY SUGGESTION for combin- 
ing the activities of Girl Scout 
Week with the traditions and tricks of 
Halloween comes from Wisconsin. Last 
year Girl Scout troops in the twin cities 

of Neenah and Menasha were given per- 
mission to decorate some thirty store 
windows. The girls had two objectives in 
mind: to eliminate the messy window- 
soaping which had become an annoyance 
and an expense to store owners; and to pub- 
licize Girl Scout Week in an original and 
effective way. 

The project was a great success. Each 
troop decided on a theme for a window in 
keeping with Halloween, Juliette Low’s 
birthday, and Girl Scout Week. Brownies, 
Intermediates, and Seniors had a wonderful 
time carrying out their ideas in colored 
paints on their “picture windows.” Arts and 
crafts work was featured in one window; in 
another a nearly lifesize doll dressed in 
Brownie uniform called attention to the ac- 
tivities of the youngest Scouts. Two win- 
dows stressed international friendship, one 
with figures dressed in costumes of other 
lands, the other featuring the slogan 
“Around the Clock—Around the World—It’s 
Girl Scout Week.” In many windows Hallo- 
ween themes of graveyards and spooks were 
cleverly used to get across the message of 
Girl Scout Week. There were Mariner 
scenes, exhibits of badge work, and many 
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other windows showing various phases of 
the Girl Scout program. Every window had 
the Girl Scout Week slogan painted across 
the bottom. A general invitation to view the 
windows was sent out through the local 
newspapers, and the gay splashes of color, 
the clever and amusing scenes, drew hun- 
dreds of visitors. 


th IN PLYMOUTH, ENGLAND, there is a 
little girl who is the foster daughter 
of more than four hundred Giri Scouts of 
Malverne, New York. When the idea of 
“adopting” a child from one of the war- 
scarred countries was brought before the 
Malverne Planning Board, the board and 
its adult advisor made very careful investiga- 
tions and inquiries, and then suggested the 
idea to the Malverne Girl Scouts. All the 
troops were immediately enthusiastic, and 
the project became their service activity for 
1952. In making the arrangements,. the Girl 
Scouts expressed no preference in race, na- 


In the picture at the left, below, Girl Scouts are at work on 
one of the store windows which troops of Neenah and Men- 
asha, Wisconsin, decorated for their celebration of Girl Scout 
Week. The other pictures show two of the windows in which 
they combined Girl Scout and traditional Halloween themes 


tionality, or religion; but the fact that the 
twelve-year-old English girl who is now 
their foster child is a Girl Guide created an 
immediate bond. 

Each Girl Scout and Brownie Scout con- 
tributed her share of the money which pro- 
vides extra clothing, food, medical care, and 
other necessities for their adopted child. In 
addition, they send her small gifts—the 
things, hard to get under rationing, that can 
add so much to a little girl’s happiness. 
Through friendly correspondence they have 
learned how her family’s home and posses- 
sions were destroyed in the war bombings; 
that her father was lost at sea; of her life 
in Plymouth with her widowed mother. And 
each troop of Malverne Girl Scouts has a 
large picture of the little English Girl 
Guide, which seems to bring her very close 
to her sister Scouts on Long Island, U.S.A. 


BLUE-JEANED GIRL SCOUTS and leaders, 
businessmen wearing Stetson hats and 
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tooled-leather boots, horses with shining 
coats made a colorful picture one bright 
Sunday morning this summer in a pasture 
near Amarillo, Texas. One by one, each man 
called out the name of the Girl Scout he 
was to escort, helped her to mount, and 
then mounted his own horse. When all were 
in the saddle, the group set out across the 
plains of the Texas Panhandle on a seven- 
mile trail ride through breaks and creek 
beds to the Girl Scout Camp Kiwanis. 

The ride was the climax of a six-weeks 
course in horsemanship for a group of Girl 
Scouts working on the Horsewoman badge. 
Although they live in the land of ranches 
and Western traditions, the Amarillo Scouts 
were all city girls. Their teacher, the horses, 
and equipment were supplied by the Will 
Rogers Range Riders, one of Amarillo’s 
community-service organizations. The Range 
Riders, a group of men from all walks of 
life united by their love of horses, keep their 
horses at the Range Riders Ranch, and here 
the Girl Scouts were taught to ride. 

With the men on hand to help, the wite 
of one of the Range Riders met with the 
girls weekly. Under her supervision they 
learned to saddle and bridle, to mount and 
dismount, to feed and water a horse. They 
learned the names of the parts of a horse— 
to know the fetlock from the withers, the 
whirlbone from the chestnut. More impor- 
tant, they gained that understanding of the 
personality of a horse which makes for a 
perfect companionship between rider and 
horse. Always there were talks and demon- 
strations on safety measures and how to 
meet emergencies. 

So successful was this first class that re- 
quests have been pouring in for another. 
So before very long, more city-bred Texas 
girls will be getting a new look at their 
home State—from the back of a companion- 
able horse. 


Photo by Scott Dine 
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aye A PETRIFIED TURTLE started it. A friend 
of the leader of the Girl Scout Scamp- 
erette Patrol in Beresford, South Dakota, gave 
her the turtle and some fossils and ore speci- 
mens to help the patrol in its nature work. 
When another friend offered a bird collec- 
tion, the leader suggested that the patrol 
make these gifts the nucleus of a Girl Scout 
museum. The idea appealed to the girls, 
and in no time a large storeroom over a 
store owned by the leader had been cleared 
out, painted, and papered. Cabinets, shelves, 
and counters were donated by businessmen 
of the community and painted by the girls. 
Then the exhibits were classified and 
labeled, and the museum was opened to 
the public. 

In less than three years the museum has 
grown tremendously and now houses a fine 
collection of interesting items — from the 
backbone of a plesiosaurus (a prehistoric 
lizard that once roamed the region) to a 
century-old, handmade, wooden barley fork. 
Because of the lively community interest, 
the exhibits contain objects from all over 
the world as well as things of local impor- 
tance. There are shells, rocks, fossils, and 
petrified woods from as far away as Brazil. 
Natural history specimens range from a 
huge elk head to a leaf-cutter bee’s nest. 
The collection of curious driftwood and 
twig formations fascinates all visitors. Serv- 
icemen have sent to the museum things 
from many lands: flags and swords; tapa 
cloth from the Tonga Islands; costumes, 
money, and other interesting things from 
Europe, Africa, and the Pacific. 

Although it began as a natural history 
museum, it now has an important collection 
of heirlooms from pioneer days. Also on 
display is the patrol leader’s collection of 
some two hundred foreign and antique dolls 
—from beauties dressed in exquisite brocades 
and silks to a barefooted hillbilly grand- 
mother churning but- 
ter. With the nearest 
museum a thirty-mile 
drive distant, this mu- 
seum of the Beresford 
Girl Scouts has met a 
real need of the Boy 
and Girl Scouts, as 
well as school chil- 
dren and the whole 
community. 


A FASHION 

SHOW put on 
by Intermediate Scouts 
was one of the suc- 
cessful projects of the 
Junior High Planning 
Board of the East St. 
Louis, Illinois, coun- 
cil. The board, made 
up of twelve girls rep- 
resenting six  Inter- 


“A long, long trail a- 
winding” of Amarillo, 
Texas, Girl Scouts and 
Rogers Range Riders, 
out for a ride across 


the Texas Panhandle 


mediate troops, was eager to show that a’ 
board of Intermediates could act as effec- 
tively as a Senior board, and they held sev- 
eral discussions before voting to have a fash- 
ion show as one of their city-wide projects. 

Being a realistic group, they decided that 
the first step would be modeling lessons for 
all interested girls in the troops they repre- 
sented. So thirty-six girls were enrolled in 
a modeling class, under the direction of a 
professional model. From this group four- 
teen girls were chosen to model the clothes 
which a local store had agreed to furnish, 
and the Girl Scout uniforms. As each girl 
tried out before the others in the class, 
their instructor, the program chairman, and 
the field director, she was rated on the basis 
of poise, good grooming, personality, and 
modeling ability. 

Next, the girls designed an attractive in- 
vitation which was sent to all Intermediate 
and Senior Scout leaders, inviting all troop 
members and their mothers to the show. 
Committees were formed to plan a program 
to supplement the fashion show; to make 
and serve refreshments; to plan and make 
table decorations. These latter attracted 
much attention. On either side of a center- 
piece of painted daisies two tiny doll models, 
dressed in the newest fashions, posed on a 
navy-blue “runway.” The clothes for these 
miniature models were designed and made 
by Intermediates who had earned the Sew- 
ing badge. 

On the afternoon of the show, the guests 
were welcomed by the president of the 
planning board. Then the mistress of cere- 
monies—another Intermediate Scout—took 
over. Following a program of songs and 
music, and a short talk on fashions, the Girl 
Scout models made their appearance, one 
by one, and did an excellent job of model- 
ing the smart clothes. Refreshments were 
served after the modeling, and each Girl 
Scout was presented with a small gift from 
the store which had furnished the clothes. 

The first half of the next meeting of the 
planning board was devoted to writing let- 
ters of thanks to all the people who had 
helped with the show, and the second half 
to an evaluation of the show itself. They 
decided that there were a number of things 
that could have been done differently and 
better, and made constructive recommenda- 
tions for another time. But on the whole, 
the board felt it had been a_ successful 
project. The girls had enjoyed working to- 
gether on it; they had learned much that 
would be helpful to them personally and in 
their program activities; and they had 
gained valuable experience in working with 
the community at large. THE END 


ATTENTION, PLEASE! 

This department is for news about Girl 
Scouts everywhere: what they are doing 
and how they are doing it. Girl Scouts—and 
Girl Guides too—from all over the world 
tell us how much they enjoy reading about 
your activities, what fine ideas you have 
given them in this department. So please 
continue to send us good accounts of your 
fun, your community services, your special 
or pet projects. And send us photographs— 
glossy prints, large and clear—that will re- 
produce well in the magazine. Pictures that 
tell a story are best, with the girls in 
good poses, busy with some activity. 
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Make your wardrobe a winning 
one . . . face the fall ina 
Girl Scout jacket or sweater. 





Maybe you can’t tell a gridiron - 
from a griddle... but you do 
know a real jacket value when you 
see one! This spruce green Wool 
Jacket is made of finest 100% vir- 
gin wool, wonderfully soft and 
warm. It’s nicely tailored with deep. 
slash pockets, button cuff sleeves. 
Sizes 10-20. 8-282 ... 10.95 


You'll score a fashion touchdown with 
this darling of a Wool Cardigan 

. @ classic for all seasons! Wear it 
with: your favorite skirts and slacks— 
to school, at play—from day to day. 


Zip, zip hooray for the Rain-or-Shine 
Jacket! For gay or gloomy weather 
- an all-time favorite in water re- 


Snugly warm, firmly knit 100% virgin 
worsted wool of very fine quality, in 
deep rich green. Sizes 40-20. 

8-243 ... 5.75 








pelient, wind-resistant green poplin with 
two deep pockets, button cuff sleeves and 
buckled side tabs to give a trim fit. 
Sanforized and vot dyed. Sizes 10-20. 
8-275 ... 5.50 


Sportswear Fashions are carried by : 3 
. Your Official Girl Scout Equipment Agency. 
GIRL SCOUTS OF THE U.S. A. 
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Teen-Ager ... Israeli Style 
(Continued from page 15) 


are usually plentiful in Israel—but last year 
there was a terrible drought and even these 
foods were not available. It is now very 
hard to get notebooks and crayons, and 
there is never a hint of waste in the use of 
any commodity whatsoever. 

Like most Israeli girls, Naomi does not 
use make-up. She never wears a hat (ex- 
cept with her uniform); 1 the weather is 
bad in winter or very hot in summer, she 
puts on a kerchief. She wears stockings in 
winter, socks in summer, and she prefers 
low-heeled shoes. Because of clothing ration- 
ing, she does not have many dresses, al- 
though she does like nice things, especially 
tailored clothes. For the past two years 
Naomi has been able to get only one sim- 
ple dress and one pair of shoes a year. The 
remainder of her clothing points have had 
to be saved to resole her shoes or to buy 
underwear, and very little of that. She has 
a Yemenite-embroidered blouse to wear on 
the Sabbath. This handiwork is popular 
among the young set because the colors are 
so rich with reds and blues and silver and 
gold. She has a warm coat for winter and a 
raincoat for inclement weather (it rains only 
in winter in Israel); in summer she uses a 
white linen jacket with her frocks. 

Naomi’s work begins at seven in the 
morning. At noon she gets a sandwich and 
cup of tea at the police canteen. Because 
she goes off duty at three o'clock, Naomi has 
time for hobbies. She has begun to take 
dancing lessons at Rina Nikova’s Biblical 
Ballet Studio. 

“It is mostly for the exercise,” says Naomi, 
“but I like playing and dancing the part of 
Rebecca of the Bible. I used to lead an 
outdoor life as a Girl Guide leader, and I 
miss the activity of those days.” 

Naomi’s father, in the course of his work, 
translates many books and has inculcated in 
his daughter a love of literature, Her favor- 
ite authors are Ernest Hemingway, Romaine 
Rolland, Vicki Baum, and Emile Zola. She 
has been brought up loving the work of the 
great Hebrew poet Bialik, but the classics of 
prose she has studied are mostly translations 
from world literature. Naomi goes to the 
Y.M.C.A. twice a week to Shakespeare 
classes in English. After the lecture, she 
has a swim in the indoor pool of this mag- 
nificent building. This, among the finest Y’s 
in the world, was built by Americans for the 
use of Christians, Jews and Moslems. The 
cecorations in each room bear the symbols 
of these three religions. 

Almost every Sabbath (which is Saturday 
in Israel) Naomi and her friends—some of 
whom are in the last year of high school 
and some in the first year of college—hike 
in the mornings to a neighboring village. 
Sometimes they walk the whole day through 
olive groves (there are trees among them 
two thousand years old!); in the evening 
they have a bonfire and roast potatoes. Or 
they may walk to Kiriat Anavim and return 
by bus in the evening. Kiriat Anavim (which 
means “Hill of Grapes”) is a kibbutz—a co- 
operative farm—where Naomi worked last 
summer. 

Every summer most of the senior high 
school students go to help with the harvests 
in vineyard and orchard because there are 
not enough hands to pick the fruit in the 
short season during which this must be 
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“Teon- Topics FOR: 


...and many more swoon-derful things 
in Judy’s TEEN-TOPICS. It’s just as 
cute as can be... such fun... such 
excitement! 12 sparkling monthly issues 
brimful of teener-tricks to keep you right 
up to the absolute minute. You'll love it! 





Judy’s Teen-Toprics, Dept. K-27, Dennison, 
Framingham, Massachusetts 


(1) 25¢ enclosed for 1 year’s subscription 
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Gives You 


A Party-Perfect 


Complexion! 


“Miracle” Covermark 
in Stick Form 


¢ Instantly conceals skin 
eruptions, unexpected redness, 
bruises, discolorations around 
the eyes * Wonderful as an 
all-over foundation base * 

Safe, soothing ¢ Easy to use 

* Variety of shades at department 
and better drug stores. 


Only 1.25 Federal Tax Free 


Visit New York Salon 
for FREE Consultation, 
or write for 
descriptive literature. 


LYDIA O'LEARY inc. 


DEPT. AGI02, 41 EAST 57 ST., NEW YORK 22 


| Let a New Southern Beauty 
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Show Charming SOUTHERN Christmas Cards 


Assortment actually sells itself! 
This box of 21 big new Christ- 
*: mas Cards is just $1. Each 
Yh fst sale pays you up to 
, 50c profit; $50 on only 
100 boxes! You make 
(erie profits with other 
® quick-selling Assort- 
ments and Imprinted 
Christmas Cards. 


[ SOUTHERN BEAUTY 
21-Card Christmas 
Assortment— 





®. The 1952 Southern Beauty Christmas Card * 
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TKS 


M.B., Ohio E.F.B., Kans. 
$1,088.31 $565.10 
A Tennessee group— $988.00 











EXTRA CASH-NOW TO XMAS 


MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY! 
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ee * ae and Assortments on Approval! 


NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED 
SEND FOR SAMPLES NOW! 


Professional Mode? 





ELMIRA GREETING CARD CO. | a 
I SOUTHERN GREETING CARD CO. 
P apneenscceantio diy | 216 S. Pauline St., Dept. P-5, Memphis 4, Tenn. 

Send FREE samples, Proft-Bonus Pian, Cataleg of | Please send me full facts on your plan. Include FREE 
| Xmas cards with 5 fast selling Personalized styles, | Imprint Samples and Assortments on approval. 
| gift items and assortments on APPROVAL. | 

Name..cccccccccccccccccccesscseesssseseesess 
— l DE cckcasenest0eseetensennssnsseseueenes 
| ADDRESS. ] l CBy. ccccccccccccccocce Zone State.....seees 
| | 0 Include organization plan. 

! or. STATE a Organization Name . .....6--sseececeereeeceenee 


Wouldn't You Like Earnings Like These? 


Let the SOUTHERN PLAN make 
money for you or your organization. 
Send today for FREE Imprint Sample 














Sara’s thought for tomorrow accounts for her 


job today! 


She added up the many advantages of a tele- 
phone career — the fun of working with girls her 
own age in a pleasant office — doing a job she'd 


really enjoy. 


her 


She loves 


job as 


Accounting Clerk, be- 


cause she can use the courses she liked best in 


school. 


Hers is just one of many interesting and 


well-paid telephone jobs. 


BELL TELEPHONE SYSTEM 


Sayman wonder for 
vegetal” — S020 ganinabes 


TEENAGE BAD SKIN 
A special-purpose soap to overcome oily skin, the basis 
of many teen-age complexion troubles. Pure vegetable 
soap with no animal fat . . . no pore clogging ingredients. 
Thorough cleansing action “wakes up” sluggish com- 
plexions . .. helps to eliminate blackheads and externally 
caused pimples. Gives your complexion a new freshness. 


LATHERS IN HARDEST WATER—take it on your hikes. 


At Drug, Grocery and Department Stores or send 50¢ for 
3cakestoSAYMANCO.— Dept. AG-10—ST. LOUIS3, MO. 





YARN 


FREE SAMPLES & DIRECTIONS 


All Wool Knitting & Rug Yarns; Patterns & 


Frames Satisfaction Guaranteed. Lowest 
Prices. Buy Direct—Save Money. : 
BARTLETT YARN MILLS, Box G, Harmony, Maine 
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SELL “ACTION” GREETINGS 


New! Novel! Different! 
Loaded With Laughs! 


Make up to $1.00 a box. Sell friends 
, All Occasion greeting 










utfit of Feature sample 
ments on approval and FRE 
Name _ Imp: sented Christmas 
E Stationery. Napkins, Towels. 


imoney- making cataiog NEW ENGLAND ART PUBLISHERS 
and SellingGuide | Worth Abington 718-B, Mass. 


Nf NEW! Fluorescent Plastic 
JIM = For Roller or Ice Skates $ 


7 _~ with name (up to 6 letters) 
2", or 3 initials, 









3 





» iS eeeeee 
. = = Your heels flash while you skate! Your name shines 
= $s out! Adds fun to the sport, no mixed skates! For 
For skates with heels. Easy co attach. Sare shoe size and 
Giris or Name Wanted. No CODs. 
Markay Co., Dept. AG, 3811 Market St., Riverside, Calif. 





done. Naomi liked the kibbutz and its dif- 
ferent way of life. The resident members of 
the whole community had their meals to- 
gether in the large dining hall where four 
hundred people sat down at once. She had 
many friends in the private little homes 
where the parents in the settlement have 
their bed-sitting rooms and live. (Kitchen 
and restaurant are centralized.) In the kib- 
butz’s Youth House, where the resident boys 
and girls have their own dining room and 
dormitories and recreation rooms, Naomi 
and her friends were guests. With them she 
spent many a lovely evening by the fountain 
or on the lawn, in full moonlight. During 
the week of full moon the nights are so 
bright in Israel that one can read outdoors, 
and on such nights the gang would stay up 
late and sing Hebrew songs, or do a turn 
at the hora on the terrace. The hora is the 
most popular of Israel’s folk dances; dancers 
whirl about in a wild prancing circle, joining 
in and dropping out as they wish during the 
dance. 

During the week Naomi usually goes to 
the movies once, generally with a boy friend 
and another couple. Although she has no 
“steady,” she does go oftenest with Bobby, 
a blond university student who is studying 
in Israel on the American G. I. Bill of 
Rights. Her favorite actors are Humphrey 
Bogart and Gary Cooper. The idea of visit- 
ing America one day appeals to her very 
much, and she has learned a great deal about 
the United States from Bobby, who was born 
and educated in New York. Sometimes he 
takes her dancing on Saturday night to Café 
Rehavia, along with the gang. They drink 
tea (they used to like coffee, but with 
austerity the coffee has become mostly roast 
barley) and have cinnamon buns at their 
table, or they enjoy a kind of pop called 
“Gazoz.” 

Israeli young people like “American” ice 
cream (mostly sherbets and custard ice 
cream) which they have at the cafes where 
they sit and gossip as the boys play chess 
at nearby tables, or read the latest maga- 
zines which are all available in every cafe. 
They may stop at a felafel stand and get a 
thin bun called pita filled with peppery 
beans and spices topped with hot relish— 
an Oriental treat that takes some eating! 

The gang has few parties of the organized 
type, but they do gather very often at one 
place or another. They spend most of the 
evening singing popular songs or telling tall 
stories. As with young people everywhere 
there is merriment during these “jam ses- 
sions”—called kumzits which is taken from 
German and means “Come-Sit.” And, of 
course, they have some “slanguage” of their 
own. Anything wonderful is described by 
either the American word nylon or the Ger- 
man word eisen which means iron. The re- 
verse is either tembel (dumbbell) or shvitzer 
(a fuss-box or run-around). 

Like many people who have fallen under 
the spell of this new-old city, Naomi loves 
Jerusalem with a deep sensitivity. She knows 
its narrow little streets in the ancient part 
of the town and the fine boulevards of the 
modern part of the city. The story of the 
Bible is everywhere about her, and she has 
often visited some of its sites—such as the 
Tombs of the Judges, King David’s Tomb, 
the Tomb of Absalom. In the Jewish part of 
the city there are practically no Christian 
holy sites, but Naomi has often heard them 
described with respect by her mother who 
was born in the Old City of Jerusalem near 
the Via de la Rosa. 
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Naomi does not yet know what career she 
will pursue after her service as a_police- 
woman—for this is definitely a temporary 
job. She will be well-trained in office work 
by the time she is through, and she may 
look for work in an office, or perhaps she 
will help her dad in his work. But, what- 
ever job it is, she is certain it will be in the 
city of her birth, for although Naomi _ is 
carefree and happy-go-lucky in small things, 
she has a strong sense of duty about doing 
her bit toward developing the new State of 
Israel and making it a good place to live. 

THE END 
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yellow teeth. More from fatigue than heat. his 
tongue lolled awkwardly from the side of his 
mouth, his eyes hopefully searching the under- 
growth in chance of sighting an evening meal. 
Strung behind him, the scrawny shapes of five 
smaller wolves warily followed their leader. 
The winter in Northern Canada had been 
unusually severe on Sheik and his band of 
wolves. Deer had completely disappeared and 
rabbits had vanished with few exceptions. At ' , me 
first, Sheik and his band had lived by raiding CLEARASIL—NEW SCIENTIFIC ADVANCE — 





is the medication used by more people than any 

the sheep ranches scattered throughout the At last! A new sationton eatted CLI “mr other specific pimple medication.** 
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valley. Even whe n guards had been posted, sory wreath ay « cer REPORTED IN Reader’s Digest. CLEARASIL is 
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was tripled, until even Sheik with his cunning AMAZING STARVING ACTION. cLrArasit is GUARANTEED to be more effective than any medica- 
instincts could no longer risk an attack. greaseless and fast-drying in contact with tion you have ever used, or your money back. 

One of the ranchers, Ted Houston, never pimples. Actually starves pimples because it Only 59¢ Economy Size 98¢. AT ALL DRUGGISTS 
had to post guards. In times of starvation helps remove the oils* that pimples “feed” on, 
Sheik never raided Ted’s ranch, remembering INSTANT RELIEF from embarrassment because 


CLEARASIL is skin-colored to hide pimples. 
And CLEARASIL is greaseless... stainless. 

THOUSANDS HAIL CLEARASIL. Boys, girls, 
adults everywhere have found that CLEARASIL is 


Ted had been his foster mother, raising him 
from a cub and, when grown, turning him 
loose in the forest where he was often caught 
in a trap, to be rescued by Ted before the Ors 

owner could capture his prize. Yes, even in ; a — 


this great wolf’s heart a sense of loyalty 
“ eee TH A 
burned strong. . Aamsli E NAME 
Ted sat in the living room of his tiny cabin, TO REMEMBER IN 
a cloud of smoke from his pipe encircling his 
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* Over-activity of certain oil glands is recognized by authorities 
@é a major factor in acne, ** According to actual store surveys. 


body and his mind in deep concentration on a 
map laid before him. For Ted it was a bad 
winter also, for his sheep had grown lean 
and his traps held nothing but air in their 
jaws for weeks. Suddenly, the mournful howl 





of a wolf aroused Ted from his thoughts. America’s finest 

Rising from his chair and rushing to the P ’ 
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adjusted snowshoes upon his feet, and lifted DEALERS EVERY WHERE 

a thirty-thirty rifle from the rack. Lumbering 

through the snow, he strove to reach the W. T. ARMSTRONG COMPANY ELKHART, INDIANA 


sheep before the wolves attacked. 

The wolves’ hunger had risen to the des- 
neration point, when they deserted Sheik and 
headed for the nearest ranch. 

Ted came into view of his flock, his 
mouth fell agape in horror at the sight which 
met his eyes. A surging mass of gray forms 
was mingled among the flock, their object 





DIRECT FROM I 
E PHOTO 


LARGE SIZE OF YOUR FAVORITE 









GET IN THE Y 
SCHOOL BAND % \ 


P s ular stare om cover Also tells b 
to get et eee BIRTHDAYS, sip als 
STARS’ HOMES. Send name 3 your favorite star 






and only he for handling 








~ . . . x Y 
death. Stopping, Ted leveled his rifle and | Box 2309, Bea as Ee, OR ORCHESTRA Be. 
shot, dropping one of the wolves in mid-spring Amazing NEW “visti Gankely” N 

. — pale % — wood clarinet, guarantee: : 
toward a lamb. Realizing it dange rous to try coainet crackine! NEW tarnish- % 
shooting again in chance of killing his own resistant metal flute! Choose 3 Ne. 


from complete line of genuine 
Pan-American wind, string and per- ¥ 
cussion instruments... all guaranteed. 
Get in the band .. .have fun. See your 
dealer, or write for free literature. % y 
Mention instrument. Address dept. 1069. 


sheep, Ted rushed into the midst of the battle, 
pounding a wolf on the head until his hold 
on the ewe’s throat loosened and he fell down 
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from the front, gouging his body with its 
teeth. Striving to throw off his attackers, Ted’s 
vision suddenly went blank, his mind spin- 
ning around in circles with unbearable pain. 
As the wolf lunged for Ted’s throat, a gigantic 
form, Sheik, appearing out of thin air, smote 
the wolf on his flank, knocking him off his 
feet. Sheik grabbed the wolf’s neck, shaking 
the life from him and flinging his limp body 
through space. A growl of rage rumbling 
in his throat, Sheik advanced toward the 
other wolf which promptly retreated into the 
forest. Sides heaving from the great effort, 
Sheik walked over to Ted’s still body and 
stared at him in silent remorse. Suddenly, a 
shot rang out and Sheik reeled, falling to 
the earth beside Ted. Two men rushed from 
the trees over to Ted, stopping to examine 
Sheik on the way. 

“Nice shooting, Tom; he’s dead as a rock,” 
complimented one of the men. Grabbing Sheik 
by the tail, they flung him aside. 

“Good thing we came along when we did 
or we'd have two corpses on our hands,” ex- 
claimed Tom, kneeling beside Ted and feeling 
his pulse. 

“Careful now,” cautioned one, lifting Ted’s 
shoulders. Between them they gently carried 
Ted toward his cabin, completely ignoring 
Sheik’s lifeless body. 

A soft wind began to blow, ruffling the 
hair on the gray wolf’s form and snow fell, 
burying him. No one would ever know of the 
gallant Sheik’s courageous loyalty. That is, no 
one except God. 


SUE ELLEN ANWAY (age 12) River Forest, Illinois 


A Question 
Poetry Award 


Alternating current 

An anapestic line 

Triangles that are congruent 

Yes, all these things are fine. 

Our leaders surely thought so, 

Or they would not have ruled 

That every day from eight ’til three 

We must spend our time in school. 
Surely they are important, 

Yes, really they are fine, 

But don’t they take up too much time? 
The time that should be mine. 

Mine to roam the hills and dales, 

To follow the path of the mountain brook 
My time to learn of Nature’s way. 

My time to think; my time to look. 

My time to learn of birds and flowers 
And labor true with rocks and sod. 

My time to learn to live and love, 

My time to spend—with God! 

SARAH MURPHREE (age 16) Wedowee, Alabama 


Thoughts 
Nonfiction Award 


Autumn—you think of it and you begin 
to tingle. To you it’s the most wonderful 
time of the year. School; new friends; new 
clothes. What wonderful magic fall is! You 
begin to make plans for the new school term. 
You wonder and, of course, you worry. Will 
Tom ask me to the Thanksgiving dance? Will 
I pass algebra? Will I be able to stretch my 
budget enough to get three new sweaters? 

Yes, you wonder and you worry and you 
go to town to get—well, just one sweater to 
begin with. 

You look at a blue nylon. No, it won’t do. 
The yellow one? Maybe. What about the red 
or the white? They are all very pretty, but 
naturally you can’t make up your mind. You 
never can. 
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You leave the store without buying any 
of them and walk to the outskirts of town. 
A soft breeze is blowing and the leaves are 
swirling to the ground. You are still thinking 
of the sweaters, but gradually you begin to 
concentrate on the leaves. The beautiful, 
swirling, brown and gold leaves. And then— 
then it hits you! A new thought! 

Did God worry about what color He 
wanted the leaves to be? 

You think about this while you are walk- 
ing home. You have never thought so seriously 
before; why do you have to begin now when 
you should be happy? After all, you are only 
a freshman in high school. Can’t you stick 
to worrying about clothes and dates? 

You begin to walk faster. You want to 
get home so you can be around other people 
and forget your new thoughts. 

And yet—you know that you will never 
forget. You realize that you are growing up 
and will have other things, more adult things, 
to think about than the color of your sweater. 

You smile to yourself. You’re growing up 
and it’s autumn. You should be happy. Let 
these new problems wait awhile before you 
begin to worry about them. 

Yes, you smile; but deep inside you are 
sad and know they cannot wait. 

MARIE JOHNSON (age 14) Hutto, Texas 


First Race 
Fiction Award 


In the locker room all was confusion. He 
sat on the bench as the other swimmers 
arrived, hearing snatches of their conversa- 
tion, and wondering how they all could be 
so confident and happy. 

He saw his coach, suddenly looking very 
strange, come over to him, and heard him 
say, “We're counting on you, fella; now go 
in there and win.” 

He returned the coach’s grin with a pale 
and sickly one of his own, then sat there 
waiting until over the loudspeaker came the 
fateful words: “All swimmers in the 440-yard 
free-style, please come to the judges’ stand.” 

He walked out of the locker room, concen- 
trating on a manly swagger, and into the 
pool room. As he saw the bright lights he 
suddenly felt as a trapped animal must when 
he realizes that there is no escape. All the 
people seemed to be staring at him and laugh- 
ing hysterically. 

“What am I doing here anyway? I can’t 
swim against them. I’ll lose. Maybe I'll even 
drown.” The friendly boys around him became 
his desperate enemies; their smiles, cold, 
calculating sneers. 

They lined up along the edge of the pool, 
and he looked down at the smooth, clear 
water, soon to be transformed into a churn- 
ing, angry sea. 

He heard the starter say, “Swimmers ready.” 
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His toes curled instinctively along the pool. 
He stood tall and expectant. 

“Take your mark.” 

He bent over, muscles like coiled springs, 
awaiting the gun. 

“Go!” 

He felt a sting on his chest as he hit the 
water. It had been a good start. He glided 
along, knowing that the force of his start 
was taking him faster than he could swim. 
As he began to slow down he started to kick, 
steady and hard. His strong arms pulled down 
through the unresisting water, propelling him 
forward. 

His one thought now was that he had to 
win. Out of the corner of his eye he saw a 
churning mass of water and knew that it 
was another swimmer. “Maybe he’s ahead of 
me; I’ve got to go faster.” 

He came to the edge of the pool and did a 
quick, clean turn. He swam on and on, losing 
count of how many times he had swum and 
turned. Suddenly he felt as if he could go 
on no longer. He swam slower, knowing that 
soon he would get his second wind, praying 
that it would be now. And then he could 
swim again. He went forward, faster than 
before, feeling as if he could go on forever. 

Then came the last lap. He poured out his 
last bit of reserve, hitting the side of the 
pool a few seconds before the next swimmer. 

“Congratulations, you were great.” 

“Aw, it was a cinch.” 

SUSAN DRASSINOWER (age 12) 
St. Albans, New York 


A Walk in the Rain 
Poetry Award 


We walked through the rain 

in our perfect happiness. 

He took my arm to shield me 

from the dripping bushes; 

We laughed together as we stepped 
o’er pools of sparkling water. 

Our hearts soared to meet the rainbow, 
shining high above us. 

Then ... the sun came out, 

the rain stopped, 

and he went away. 

HANNAH MILLER (age 14) Cliffside, North Carolina 


HONORABLE MENTION 


ART: Joanne Orme (age 15) Springfield, Ill. 

POETRY: Carolyn Goldberg (age 12) Philadelphia, 
Pa.; Joyce De Long (age 15) Marietta, Ga. 

FICTION: Merle Grave (age 14) State College, 
Pa.; Dorothy Murphy (age 16) Lowell, Mass.; 
Carole Gramlow (age 13) Spokane, Wash. 

NONFICTION: Jean Anderson (age 16) Moscow, 
Idaho; Ann Rawlings (age 12) Culpeper, Va.; 
Helen Knutson (age 17) Lansing, lowa. 

PHOTOGRAPHY: Berda Jane Tate (age 12) Nome, 
Alaska. 


BARBARA IRVINE (age 15) Los Angeles, California 
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PHOTOGRAPHY AWARD: 
LYNNE ETHRIDGE (age 13) Monroe, Louisiana 


To Grow Up 
Fiction Award 


Helen Richards stood in the middle of her 
daughter’s bedroom and with a weary eye 
viewed the chaos there. How anyone by the 
simple process of getting dressed could create 
such disorder was beyond her. The dresser 
looked like a cyclone had hit it; the floor 
was covered with an assortment of clothes. 

She opened the closet door, only to jump 
back hastily. That odor! Formaldehyde! 
Heaven only knows what she has canned this 
time, Mrs. Richards thought fiercely. If she’s 
brought home another  jellyfish—why did 
Nancy take this sudden interest in biology? 

Investigation proved that this time it was 
a starfish, definitely embalmed and reposing 
in her best stew pan! She groaned, slammed 
the and marched downstairs. Before 
her daughter was any older she was going 
to hear a few enlightening facts. 

Nancy was blissfully draped the 
phonograph, playing an old recording of “Na- 
ture Boy.” A dreamy look was on her face 


door, 


before 


as if she were a million miles away from 
her irate parent. Probably dreaming about 


her bielogy teacher, Mr. Gray, her mother 
thought correctly. Nancy sighed. 

From the doorway Mrs. Richard’s 
broke in upon her daughter’s deep enchant- 
ment. “Nancy Richards, shut off that hideous, 
outdated screeching! I want to talk to you.” 

Like a diver returning from the deep Nancy 


voice 


opened her lovely blue eyes. 

“Will you tell me,” began Mrs. Richards, 
“what you mean by taking one of my good 
pans and putting dead animals in it? And 
how many times have | told you | will not 
have that vile smelling stuff in my house!” 

Nancy came to earth with a thud. “Gosh, 
Mom,” she frantically yelled, “you didn’t 
throw out my starfish did you? I gotta’ have 
it for biology. What will Mr. Gray say?” 

“I know,” said her mother firmly, “there’s 
going to be a change around here. The star- 
fish is only half of it. Biology papers and 
clothes all over your room. As for Mr. Gray—” 

“Mother, please,” spoke Nancy, “don’t speak 
of him in that tone of voice.” 

Mrs. Richards realized that Nancy thought 
herself to be in love with Mr. Gray. No won- 
der her feminine daughter was suddenly so 
interested in plants and animals. 

The next evening Nancy came home from 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 


school brokenhearted because Mr. Gray had 
told his class he was engaged to be married. 
She wouldn’t eat any dinner and retired to 
her room very early. By morning she looked 
like she would recover. 

Mrs. Richards was watching for Nancy to 
come from school, and she was unusually 
late. | hope she hasn’t done anything drastic 
about Mr. Gray, her mother thought. 

She looked up. Coming down the street was 
Nancy and walking with her was a_broad- 
shouldered, athletic-looking boy. He was wear- 
ing a football sweater which Nancy was 
enviously eyeing. And Nancy was smiling. 

Nancy burst into the living room, “Mom, 
I've just met the nicest boy and he loves 
football. I'm going to the big game tonight. 
Don’t you just love football boys?” 

Helen Richards smiled. This was 


much better. 


better, 


CAROL SMITH (age 15) Mullens, West Virginia 


The Gavel 
Nonfiction Award 


I hold it, lightly at first; then, sensing its 
meaning, I grasp it firmly. Solid, perfectly 
carved, I wonder about the small nicks in 
its stout form. They retell tales of many club 
years . .. picnics, parties, hayrides, dances, 
and many lovely friendships . . . good times 
of laughter when its mistress pounded 
brutally for silence. Again it was used when 
gossip and loud talking became rude and 
boisterous. For years this piece of wood has 
been a symbol, a custom, reverenced. 

I twine the four long silky ribbons through 
my hand; purple and gold, rich, grand colors, 
to be proud of. 

It frightens me when I think of its mean- 
ing, its former users, fine, good, intelligent 
women now; will I uphold all traditions, 
ideals? Can I ever maintain order with this 
small carven mallet, so insignificant? 

I gaze around me... everyone is here .. . 
the gavel in my shaking hand suddenly booms 
out. My heart beats wildly and I hear my 
own voice. “The meeting will please come to 
order...” 


SUE SLAYTON (age 16) Chillicothe, Missouri 


“That's Life” 
Fiction Award 


Roxie hurried up the street, almost running. 
She just couldn't wait to get home. It was 
almost dark, but it was nicely cool, one of 
pleasant nights just before summer. 
Roxie was enjoying it more than ever, because 
she was thinking it might be one of the last 
times she would be coming home from Se- 
quoia. Her house was up for sale, and so far 
it hadn't sold. If it didn’t sell by today, they 
would forget about moving and stay in San 
Carlos. She hurried along and her feet kept a 
steady rhythm. “Oh please, dear God, let us 
stay in San Carlos,” she silently prayed. “Yes 
the rhythm of her steps 


those 


or no, yes or no,” 
seemed to say. 
She had grown up in San Carlos, and little 
events passed through her mind. She thought 
of the time she had gotten lost, and when she 
fell on her nose from the bars in the back 
yard of the house across the street. The boy 
that lived there had taken her home. He was 
almost a stranger then, but now she was 
going steady with him and had been for the 
last year. She shut her eyes and tried to pic- 
ture her life without him. Quiet, understand- 
ing Bill, she just couldn’t live without Aim! 
She thought of all the things that she would 
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MAKE EXTRA MONEY 
Easy, Profitable Hobby! 

@ Turn imported Rhinestones into 
exquisite jewelry. NO EXPERIENCE 
NEEDED! We furnish everything— 
show you how! Make gorgeous 
pieces for your own use; expensive 
looking gifts; added income. Sell 
jewelry at a fraction of store 
prices. They actually sell them- 
selves! Our sure-fire money- 
raising plan endorsed by individ- 
vals; clubs; church officials. 
Th ds have ded — 80 
con YOU! 

SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY OFFER: 
Complete kit makes stunning Crys- 
tal Rhinestone Earring & Bracelet set 
plus “Success Book” catalog $1.00. 
Absolutely NO RISK! Money back 
gvarantee. Catalog alone, 10c. 















GEM CRAFT 
18125 E. 13th, Cleveland 14. 0. 











HAVE LOTS OF FUN 


This catalog lists everything 
veeded to do handicraft; weav- 
ing, block printing, basketry, 
book-binding and working with 
leather, clay, cork and metal 
Looms, books and instruction 
aids are listed. Write today. 





HANDICRAFT 
CATALOG 


J. L. HAMMETT CO., 284 Main St., Cambridge, Mass. 
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Be Popular! Have Fun! Make Friends! 


PLAY 
PIANO 


with BOTH Hands 
First Day or Don’t Pay 


is 

cut’? to th 
popularity that Twill 
be yours when you 
can sit down at the 
piano anytime, any- 
where and play the 
avorite 
The Dean 
U" M : 


EL 
guides your fi $ 
to the right notes 
INSTANTLY. Elimi- Patzit No. 2,473,222 
nates hours of > 
ing exercises. ithin 30 minutes, you'll be playing a 
fascinating ee soay with BOTH HANDS. This is no trick 
method. You'll soon be reading any sheet music at sight 
and playing with ease and assurance. Here's What You Get: 
The complete Dean Ross Piano Course, including 30- eiftus- 
trated lessons, A soaes with words and music, special 
Dean Ross play- ce art angements and the Patented 
AUTOMATIC C {ORD "SELECT ali for only $1.98. 
NOTHING ELSE TO PAY. Mail the 16 -day FREE TRIAL 
=> — 


eee ee 
Des ean n Ross. Piano Studios, Inc., peek. ye" 5510 
45 West 45th St., New York 36, N 

Send Piano Course of 30 lessons, 50° songs, and Patented 
Automatic Chord Selector. On delivery will pay postman 
just $1.98 plus postage. If not delighted, may return 
Course in 10 days for purchase — refund. The Automatic 
Chord Selector is mine to kee 

O SAVE SSc! Send payment a 

guarantee. 







we pay postage. Same 


Name 
Address 











Highly recommended. Uses famous Silva-System 


that is easier to learn—easier to use—easier to 
teach. Just set dial for desired direction of travel 
and simply walk in direction that keeps needle 
pointing to ‘‘N.’’ Combines compass, protractor 
and scale. Ideal for map making. pependersy 
accurate. Sapphire bearing. No. 11-351... . $2. 10 
Available at Girl Scout Equipment Resnsies 
as Listed in the Equipment Catalog. 


USE THIS HANDY FORM TO ORDER 
AMERICAN GIRL PATTERNS 


Check pattern number and size and enclose 
correct amount (in coin) for each pattern. 





a a | 
l FEATURED ON PAGE 26 1 
| [] 9364—Dress with Wide Neckline 1 
1 SBKRsOnuowowow It 
I 9257—Princess-Line Dress 
i Szes 11 1000 120 140 16 
| 9380—Skirt ss ; 
| Sizes [] 24 1 25 1) 26 () 28 i 
! 4829—Apron i 
l Sizes [] Small () Medium [[) Large 
| (14-16) (18-20) (40-42) I 
! enclose $...... . for patterns 
| checked above 
| Be sure to enclose correct amount for each 
| pattern ordered (sorry, no .0.D.’s) and | 
| state size. We pay postage. | 
J Nome... 0.2... ee eee cence nese eres eens i 
| (Please Print) | 
| ETT ET TCT TEC | 
1 
! City and State... .......eeseseceeeeee 7 | 
| (Please Indicate Zone No.) | 
1 MAIL TO: THE AMERICAN GIRL | 
1 Pattern Department 
| 155 East 44th St., New York 17, N. v. | 
Dee ee ee SS SS eS 
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be doing in the future. There would be par- 
ties, slumber parties, secrets to keep, plans 
made, crushes on boys, and loafing in the 
summertime with the gang. Oh, how could 
she leave it all and start over again? She 
wanted to finish her junior and senior years 
at Sequoia High so very badly. She thought 
of the eighth grade, when she and her friends 
had started growing up. They had experienced 
the new thrill of wearing lipstick and danc- 
ing with boys. She thought of her freshman 
and sophomore years. Her sophomore year 
was almost over. There were only about seven 
or eight more days. How perfect it had been. 
She thought of how Bill had asked her to 
go steady, and how happy she had been. 
Then she came to her corner and ran the 
rest of the way. She saw the sign in front 
of the house, and there was Bill, waiting 
for her. Over the old sign was tacked a big 
new red sign. “Sold,” it said. Bill came over 
and touched her shoulder. She stood there 
a minute, the sign cutting into her heart, 
and not saying a word. Then she turned slowly 


away, walking up her driveway, with her 
head down. The almost darkened night hid 


her tears of disappointment. 
SALLY ARTESEROS (age 14) San Carlos, California 


Place of Rest 
Nonfiction Award 


I like my town. 

I like the four-sided clock on the school; 
each face with a different time, all wrong. 

I like the brick school building, three 
shades of red for three additions. 

I like the band concerts in the park and 
the people who go to them: The grownups 
who go to watch, the teens who go to talk 
and to be alone, and the children who go to 
race and play. 

I like the way the noonday sun shines down 
on the wharves, bright and glaring, carving 
sharp black shadows on the dusty ground. 

I like the general store, crammed full of 
everything under the sun, ready for people 
to rush in, grab something and rush out again 
yelling, “‘Charge it,” to the proprietor. 

I like the typical white New England 








Rules for BY 


AVE YOU SENT an entry yet for your own 
Contributors’ Department? 

Readers under eighteen years of age may 

send contributions to this department. Only 


original material, never before published 
anywhere, should be submitted. 
“Original” means that in all contributions 


the idea, and the drawing or words which 
express that idea, must be entirely the 
sender's. Contributions must not be copied in 
any way from the work of another person. 

Short Stories: Any subject that will 
appeal to teen-agers. Not over 800 words. 

Poems: Any subject—two to tweity-five 
lines. 

Nonfiction: Description, biographical or 
human-interest sketch, episode from real 
life. Not over 400 words. Any subject. 

Drawings: Any subject. Black-and-white 
only, on stiff drawing paper or poster board; 
may be done in pencil, black writing ink, 
India ink, charcoal, tempera, or wash. Not 
smallerthan 5”x7". WARNING: Wrap carefully! 

Photographs: Any subject. Black-and- 
white only. No smaller than 2144” by 24”. 
Wrap carefully, as damaged photegraphe w will 
not be considered. 

RULES 
1. Entries for the February, 1953, issue must 
be mailed on or before November 1, 1952. En- 
tries will be considered only for the one issue 
of the magazine for which they are submitted. 


church with its cut-off steeple jutting into 
the sky. 

I like the square ivy-covered library full 
of books, old and musty, crisp and new. 

I like the narrow curving streets which 
bind my town together. 

I like my town, 
“Place of Rest.” 

GAIL SMYTHE (age 15) Mattapoisett, Mass. 


my Mattapoisett, my 


Lady Moon 
Poetry Award 


Tonight the moon is a lady. 

She carries a basket of lace. 

To patch the fabric of evening 

And veil earth’s delicate face. 

She polishes the dreary shadows, 

That cling to the rippling ground— 

She works with a pale blue cloth of mist 

and utters not a sound. 

She looks like a Spanish maiden, 

As she steps behind the trees— 

For she wears a star-pin at her throat 

and a cloud-shawl across her knees. 
SHARI LASTER (age 13) Tulsa, Oklahoma 








YOU Entries 
2. On the upper half 


manuscripts—or on a 


of the first page of all 
sheet attached to draw- 


ings and photographs—there must be written: 
The name, address, and age of sender. 


Her troop number if she is a Girl Scout. 

The number of words in the piece submitted. 

The following endorsement, 
ent. teacher, or guardian: 

“L have seen this contribution and am con- 
vinced that it is the original idea and work ot 
the sender.” 

3. Manuscripts must be typewritten or neatly 
written in ink, on one side of the paper only. 
4. Ages of the contributors will be considered 
in judging, and the decision of the judges is 
final. A contributor may send only one entry a 
month—not one of each kind, but only one. 
5. All manuscripts, drawings, and photographs 
submitted become the property of THe Amer- 
1caN Girt Magazine and cannot be acknow!- 
edged or returned. THE AMERICAN GIRL re- 
serves the right to cut and edit 
when necessary. 


signed by par- 


manuscripts 


AWARDS 
First awards, $10; all others, $5. Each month 
a list of Honorable Mention contributions is 
printed. No awards are made for these. 
Send Entries to “By You” Dept. Editor 
The American Girl Magazine 


155 East 44th St., New York 17, N. Y. 
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EVEN AS YOU AND I 

Advertisement in Lost-and-Found Column: 

Lost: Tan Leather wallet containing 
pictures, personal papers, and $350.00. 
Finder may keep the pictures, personal 
papers, and wallet, but owner has sen- 
timental attachment to the money. 
Sent by PATRICIA COOPER, Paterson, New Jersey 


ON THE JOB 
Nancy: Is your dog a good watchdog? 
Dick: [ll say! If you hear a suspicious 
noise at night, all you have to do is wake 
him up and he begins to bark. 


Sent by VIOLA FROEHLICH, 
Dickinson, Dakota 


NO POSSIBLE DOUBT 

Assistant WEATHERMAN: What shall 
I put down for today’s forecast? 

Curer WEATHERMAN: Rain. 

Assistant WEATHERMAN: How do you 
know? You didn’t even look at the in- 
struments. 

Curer WeatHerMan: Easy. I lost my 
umbrella. I’m planning to play golf. And 
my wife is giving a lawn party. Rain, 

Sent by WANDA PAGE, Kingsley, lowa 


HE GOT OUT OF THAT ONE! 
Sue: You say you love me, but would 
you be willing to die for me? 
He: Well, er, no—that is, you see mine 
is what they call undying love! 
Sent by SUE COOPER, Indio, Calitornia 


TOO, TOO YOUNG! 

A little boy had had a severe sun- 
burn, which had reached the peel- 
ing-off stage. As he was washing up 
before bed one evening his mother 
heard him saying mournfully to 
himself: “Only four years old, and 
wearing out already!” 


Sent by JUDY PETERSON, 
Cheyenne, Wyoming 


COULD BE A TWIN? 

ABsENT-MinpEp Proressor: Didn’t 
you have a brother in this class last 
year? 

Stupent: No, sir. I'm taking the 
course over again. 

Prorresson: Remarkable resem- 
blance, nevertheless. 


Sent by PHYLLIS LOUISE TRACY, 
Hagerstown, Maryland 


UP-TO-DATE 

A big-city banker was visiting a 
farmer, one of his depositors. 

“Is that one of your hired men?” 
asked the banker, pointing to a 
man bringing in some feed. 

“Nope,” replied the farmer. 
“That’s our first vice-president in 
charge of cows. 

Sent by JUDITH MILLER, Tucson, Arizona 
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GEOMETRICALLY SPEAKING 
Teacner: Whe can give me a defini- 
tion of indigestion? 
Bricut Pupit: It’s.the failure to adjust 
a square meal to a round stomach. 
Sent by BETSY SCHUBAUER, 
Harrisburg, Pennsylvania 


DOWN IN FRONT! 
Derinirion or A Cup: Something 
that stands halfway between an adult and 
the TV screen. 
Sent by SYLVIA CREWS, Paris, Tennessee 


NO FOLLOW-THROUGH 

A stout lithe man was explaining his 
tennis game. “When my opponent hits 
the ball te me,” he said, “my brain im- 
mediately barks out a command te my 
body: ‘Race up to the net-—Slam a blister- 
ing drive to the corner of the court— 
Jump back into position to return the 
next volley?’ 

“Yes, yes, and then what?” asked his 
friend. 

“Then,” sighed the stout little man, 
“my body says, “Who—me?’” 

Sent by MARY ELIZABETH WATKINS, 
Jackson, Mississippi 


son, 


CAPSULE TRUTH 
There is no real substitute for intelli- 
gence, but silence comes pretty close. 
Sent by JEANETTE DUDLEY, Racine, Wisconsin 


The American Girl will poy $1.00 for every 
joke printed on this Send your best 
jokes to THE AMERICAN 
St., New York 17, New York. 
clude your name, 

write in ink or on the typewriter. 
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“So what?" — 











Complexion 
Hints 


by Gina Farley 

















Just your luck to pop 
out in “spots” the day 
of the party! Now don’t 
start to blame your 
And don’t get 
downhearted! Blem- 
ishes, you know, are 
often caused by care- 


“om 
age ! 


lessness. See if your 
luck doesn’t change when you change your 


complexion care. 


Discovered! A most 
sensible plan for girls 
your age is the easy 
Noxzema Beauty Rou- 
tine. It helps keep your 
skin glowing clean. 
That’s an important 
step toward lovelier 
looking skin. See how 
quickly it helps heal any annoying exter- 
nally-caused blemishes you may have now. 





Whee—how easy! 
Morning and night, 
“creamwash” with 
Noxzema. Smooth it on 
your face. Then wash it 
off with a cloth wrung 
out in warm water. 
Noxzema actually 
washes off with water 
And there’s no 
dry, drawn feeling afterwards! 


—because it’s greaseless! 





\! 
s 


Helps 24 Hours a 
Day. Always after you 
“creamwash,” smooth 
on a film of Noxzema 
to help protect your 
skin during the day and 
at night. Pat a little 
extra Noxzema over 
any externally-caused 
blemishes to help heal them. Noxzema 
does a really grand job fast. It’s medicated. 


Thrifty! Now's your 
chance to get the big 
85¢ jar of Noxzema for 
only 59¢ plus tax —al- 
most half again as much 
for your money as in 
the Small size. Don't 
wait! This is a limited 
». time offer! Get grease- 
le: SS, , medicated Noxzema today at any drug 
or cosmetic counter and save money! ! 
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po vou need Il 
$35.00 is vours 


for selling only 50 boxes of our 300 Christ- 
mas card line. And this can be done in a 
single day. Free samples. Other leading 
boxes on approval. Many surprise items. 
It costs you nothing to try. Write today. 
CHEERFUL CARD CO., Dept. as-is, White Plains, New York 


SELL XMAS CARDS NOW! 
Make to 100% Profit. 21 Card Feature Boxes, Religious, 
Novelty, Plastics, Humorous, Gift Wrappings. Personalized 
lines. Write for Bargain Offer & Sample Folders. 
S. H. Greeting Cards, 177 William St., N. Y. 38, N. Y. 


K{ele) STAMPS 10¢ 


FOR ONLY 


THIS MAMMOTH VALUE INCLUDES STAMPS WORTH 
UP TO 25ef ALSO APPROVALS. WRITE TODAY! 





ney? 
FREE 

























MYSTIC STAMP CO 





Camden 70, New York 





203 All Different 
WOW! I: Se Somes 10 
Zeppelins, Somtocetnte. 
Airmails, High Values, C 
@ etc., to new customers. 


Jamestown Stamp Co., Dept. 522, Jamestown, N.Y. 


a ALL DIFFERENT 15c 


A enn 4 *o gees ol of commemoratives, 
GARCELON 





triangles, high values, bi-colored stamps, 
ete. Only 15¢. 


STAMP CO. Box 407, Calais, Maine 


81 FASS 10c! 


KENMORE, MILFORD-F71, N. q 


Rhinoceros, Giant, Pygmy, Emu, 
Kangaroos, Koalabear, Kooka- 
burra and other fierce jungle 
beasts given if you request our 
exciting approvals 

NIAGARA STAMP CO., + gaat 
on-the-Lake 221, Canada 




















9.00 Ditterent Stamps 


R TRIANGLE 


GIVEN! Powerful Magnifying Glass 
for 5c Post. Bargain 
a lists and approvals 


Jamestown Stamp Co., Dept. 212, Jamestown, N.Y. 


GIGANTIC COLLECTION GIVEN! 
Includes Triangles, Early United States 
— Animals — Commemoratives — British 
pn iggy Value Pictorials. | « =. 


Collection 
trated peagasine all free. 
GRAY STAMP CO. Dept. 


7 Given! Scott's International Stamp Album 
plus valuable, colorful collection, hinges, 
mystery sets, $5.00 Presidential. Full 
particulars to approval applicants. 3c Post- 

y N age, please. 
RAYMAX, 68-G Nassau St., 











Send se "ee postene. 
AG. Foronte. Canad 





New York 38, N. Y. 


‘Y ow" Recognize Rare Stamps”’ 


GIVEN—Book containing nearly 200 illustra- 
tions PLUS 
should have! 


KENMORE, Milford H- -71, N. | 
GIVEN! a at a glance the country to 


which any stamp belon 2-pages illustrated. Includes 
valuable ‘Stamp Collector® s Dictionary,"’ * ‘Stamp Treas- 
ures and World's Ten Rarest Stamps.’’ Also Approvals. 
GARCELON STAMP CO., Box 1107, Calais, Me. 


444 DIFFERENT STAMPS, 15c 
PLUS SOUVENIR SHEET—GIVEN 
ALL DIFFERENT! ALL OFF PAPER! 
Collectors’ gold mine catalogues over $9. PICTORIALS, 
COMMEMS, INFLATION, HIGH VALUES, all for 15c 
to applicants for low-priced foreign approvals. 
JAYNE, Box 28H, Midwood Sta., Brooklyn 30, N. Y. 


What Are “Approvals”? 
“‘Approvals,”” or ‘‘approval sheets,’’ mean sheets with 
stamps attached which are made up and sent out by deal- 
ers. The only obligation on the part of the recipient of 
“Approvals” is that the stamps must be returned prompt- 
ly and in good condition, or paid for. 

The price of each stamp is on the sheet and the collector 
should detach those which he wishes to buy, then return 
the sheet with the remaining stamps in as good order as 
when received, enclosing the price of the stamps he has 
detached and, most important, his name, 
City, postal zone number, State, 





information that every collector 
N. H. 
“*THE STAMP FINDER" 




















Street, address, 
and the invoice number 
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WHERE TO BUY THE AMERICAN GIRL FASHIONS 


ON THE COVER AND PAGES 21-24 


Cover Dress 


DN I: ccanet chu doauscensre Hutzler’s 
SL. sana eedendsseceanons Filene’s 
Charlotte, N. C. ....... ee “Ed” Mellon’s 
IR TIE: fit a acarhiecc wath subdiagonal Lytton’s 
EE, SEED dcincwhticsscamennnen Shillito’s 
Cleveland, Ohio .......... The Halle Bros. Co. 
ees SE, TR: ove iccisecascc cas Fedway 
Re W. A. Green Co. 
ONG, NO vin cicscscdcawccs Rike-Kumler Co. 
Detroit, Mich. ...... Rweekhnaatpa-aeaen Hudson’‘s 
Fall River, Mass. ..... sections Leslie’s 
UE iiiwkeetedoan Arcade Dept. Store 
Rib v.ddeccesuwucun Youth Centre 
WG TU SkdGwawsoceennetens sean Foley’‘s 
Kansas City, Mo. ........ Emery, Bird, Thayer 
Los Angeles, Cal. ........Bullock’s Downtown 
SE IN, Gis tardiccaimsmecaceae Burdine’s, Inc. 
Minneapolis, Minn. ........... The Dayton Co. 
ee Gimbel’s, N. Y. 
Philadelphia, Pa. .......... John Wanamaker 
Sat Rae Ti, WORD 5 ccc cecccaccn Averbach’s 
Sen Frencionn, Cal, .cccccceces The Emporium 
BOe, Whitt. ockcicincccees Rhodes of Seattle 
By MS. WHER acavne’e-eccaeia nieve Femous-Barr Co. 
I MBs i ccneceseeamed The Hecht Co. 
IC MCI: ¢ occccebonncceeccmeus The Hub 
OU ciceaceenmeacamceca Fedway 


Prize Purchase Dress, Page 21 


DO ML. Sisuenvcssesunaacuan Hutzler’s 
Cleveland, Ohio .......... The Halle Bros. Co. 
Columbus, Ohio........ F. & R. Lazarus & Co. 
SE CN, BOG 5 cc.0scnce snes Fedway 
ER wcSndtw ads deeeucsa’ Sanger Bros. 
NG Saas accom eeeaniaeammee Hudson’s 
SN SNR... wccescaawccacaad G. Fox & Co. 
I: TL scpenindesdenbecatemesmee Foley‘s 
New Orieans, la. ........... Leon Godchaux’s 
Minneapolis, Minn, ........... The Dayton Co. 
EU  catiihcpserceuaweans Thalhimer’s 
RO OU SOR: oisaedcacncewdisccan'e Fedway 
Wilkes-Barre, Pa. ....... . .The Teen Shoppe 


Harvest Highlights, Pages 22-23 


Young Sophisticates Dress 


PG, Wis 5.55.500endeecse ue cke Martin’‘s 
Cleveland, Ohio .......... The Halle Bros. Co. 
ee ere ere G. Fox & Co. 
Little Rock, Ark. ......... Pfeifers of Arkansas 
ee a rere rs The Broadway 
PRE ccnaeiatomencnae Kresge-Newark 
PO SNE, Bh. oso vvcesccwsnen D. H. Holmes 
a ee ree Lord & Taylor 
IL. <5. scrale cna sKwasaae Kaufmann’‘s 
San Francisco, Cal. ...... Joseph Magnin Co. 
DO US wecanwcceseeae Nevius-Voorhees 
Rosenau Dress 
Lr Davison-Paxon Co. 
I As derciccsawakbhrnena nae Hudson's 
ree ee ree er er Powers 
New Orleans, la. ...... D. H. Holmes Co., Ltd. 
Are Bloomingdale’s 


R. A. R. Dress 


Ce ee Davison-Paxon Co, 
IG WOE 0k caivucautesaioee eins Hutzler’s 
Cleveland, Ohio .......... The Halle Bros. Co 
BR, PRs aii cGasestcccvas The Halle Bros. Co. 
Co eee G. Fox & Co 
eer ee Gold & Co. 
tes Angeies, Gob, 2 oo cc0ec Bullock’‘s Downtown 
Memphis, Tenn. ........ J. Goldsmith's & Sons 
CN, THUS scecccscaaceden Gimbel Bros. 
DCE: ci cctcunpeceameeas Bamberger’s 
New Orleans, La. ...... D. H. Holmes Co., Ltd. 
Newport News, Va. .......... Nachman’s, Inc. 
oe 8, ee Macy’s, dew York 
Philadelphia, Pa. .......... John Wanamaker 
PI OOS 6 cinide sn0eie'w eared Meier & Frank 
SS ee Thalhimer’s 
Rochester, N. Y. ...Sibley, Lindsay & Curr Co. 
Springfield, Mass. .......... Albert Steiger Co. 
rer Stix, Baer & Fuller 
Washington, D.C. ...... Woodward & Lothrop 
Shirley Lee Dress 
a The Wm. F. Gable Co. 
re Davison-Paxon Co. 
Ge, GG os vcaisocsastces Belk Brothers 
Denver, Colo. ...... The Denver Dry Goods Co. 
NS TE. OAS. Sica cccccuces The Jones Store 
Pe SO. os ces caadeesanen Miller’s, Inc. 
Little Rock, Ark. .......... The M. M. Cohn Co. 
er ree Levy’s 
NN, WO abcde sennsceswncan Burdine’s, Inc. 
SN, MOS on cso conmunaising Castner Knott 
New Orleans, La. ...... D. H. Holmes Co., Ltd. 
Savannah, Ga. ...... Levy’s of Savannah, Inc. 
Petiteen Dress 
eee, CAE. ss vis ccativesae Stewart and Co. 
ee err Martin’s, Brooklyn 
Cincinnati, Ohio ...... The H. & S. Pogue Co. 
DE ES sk nanwkantomenm anal Burdine’s, Inc. 
PR MG bbs cacinreanesacene Gimbel’s 
PI. Tis wc cccccedcsbemuced Gimbel’s 
Pittsburgh, Pa. ..........++++....Kaufmann’s 
PE Gls: situivietwreenniens Meier & Frank 
PW. ni. was och wane means Thalhimer’s 
eee Famous-Borr Co. 
Washington, D. C. ...... pemeewnee The Hecht Co. 


Frosting for Skirts, Page 24 


Pigtail Fashions Blouse 


Binghamton, N. Y. .....Fowler, Dick & Walker 
Cane CN, TA. <6 i.005.5000000000005 Fedway 
Miami, Fla. 


Wichita Falis, Tex. ....... 


. .Burdine’s, Inc. 


Sally Mason‘s Short-sleeved Blouse 


Minneapolis, Minn. ........... The Dayton Co. 


Mow Veok, OF... ..occccesind Macy’s, New York 
Sally Mason’s Long-sleeved Blouse 


Hartford, Conn. 
Passaic, N. J. 


Shirdi schk ae hcero era ase his Sage-Allen 
Pink ae Lee cccccc ses en. 


OCTOBER, 1952 








AND HAS FUN 
DOING IT, TOO! 





WHY THE DROOPY LIPS DOTTY ? 
YOU LOOK BLUER THAN A 
SAILOR SuIT, 


YOU KNOW WHAT THE TROUBLE 
1S, JOSIE.1T'S THAT DROOLY DANCE 
NEXT MONTH. 1 SIMPLY MUST 
HAVE A NEW DRESS. BUT 
DADDY SAYS"NO"! OONT 
KNOW WHAT 





SAY. JOSIE, HERES SOMETHING.THIS AD SAYS 

1 CAN EARN EXTRA MONEY SELLING FRIENDSHIP 
CHRISTMAS GREETING CARDS. WHY.| COULONT 

SELL ATHING (queneneceeeeemnmmmmmmnn 


ITS NOT SO FUNNY, DOTTY. 
TRUDY DOES IT. HOW DO YOU 
THINK SHE GOT THAT NEW BIKE? 

IF | WERE YOU ID GIVE THAT 


AD ATRY. 








WEEPERS! IF TRUDY CAN SELL GREETING 

CAROS, WHY CANT I? THE AD SAYS IT'S 
EASY. BESIDES,| SURE NEED THAT DRESS 

.. te 00 1T/ 















HELLO, DOTTY WHAT CAN | 00 


GOLLY, MR.ODAY! = 
(M HERE TO OPEN AN ACCOUNT/IM “ug 
IN BUSINESS NOW, SELLING FRIENDSHIP 
CHRISTMAS CARD ASSORT! MENTS ANO 
IMPRINTED caRos. ARENT THEY 














YES. JOSIE, MY FRIENDSHIP CHRISTMAS 
CARO SAMPLES JUST CAME. ARE THEY 
EVER SHARP/ WHY, | JUST OPENED THE 

BOX AND MOTHER ORDERED TWO 
ASSORTMENTS FROM ME, MRS, JOHNSON 
FROM NEXT DOOR ORDERED THREE BOXES / 
AND You KNOW HER. SHES $0-0-0- PARTICULAR. 









«| BOUGHTISO PERSONAL CHRISTMAS 


CARDS FROM ME. THIS IS REALLY 


| FUN, AND SO EASY, T00.GOODNESS, 


GRACIOUS. IVE MADE MORE THAN 
( §60°° AND IM GOING RIGHTOUT 
TO BuY THAT NEW w osess. 

















WEEPERS,NO, JOSIE. | 
THESE ARE MY 
_fEenose GREET 


WHATCHA GOT THERE, 
DOTTY. YOUR LUNCH ? 


AFTER SCHOOL/ AT THIS RATE, ILL 
SOON BE ABLE TO BUY THAT LUSH 
ORESS WE SAW IN THE BON TON 











DOTTY. YOU LOOK POSITIVELY DROOLY IN 
THAT LUSH NEW DRESS_.BUT DEF/ ELOISE 
ACTUALLY TURNED GREEN WHEN SHE 

SAW YOU AMBLE IN, AND DID YOU SEE 
THE LOOK ON BUZZ ADAMS FACE? wow/ 


GOSH..WHAT A DIFFERENCE MONEY 
CAN MAKE / 


























GIRS 4 fov@EXTRA MONEY 





Hi-Style, $1 







Customers buy on sight. You make up to 100% 
4 profit on big value 21-Card $1 Christmas Assort- 

ments. Also Embossed Christmas Cards WITH NAME 
low as $1 per box, Humorous, Kiddie Cards, Religious, 


FRIENDSHIP STUDIOS, INC., 155 Adams St., Elmira, New York 


pst FRIENDSHIP Christmas Cards 


Have extra spending money! Show lovely | 
Friendship Cards to friends, others, Smartly 
designed, handy Assortments sell fast, pay big! 


NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED! 


Personalized Stationery—many others. 
















MAIL COUPON NOW! 
Start earning right away. It costs you 
nothing to try. Mail coupon for full facts 
including Assortments on approval and 
FREE Imprinted Samples. ACT NOW! 


CLUBS! GROUPS! 
Build up your treasury, easily! We show 
you how. Check coupon box when re- 
questing samples. 










——<—— =} 
i 


g Plan 1 
FREE | 





P' FRIENDSHIP sTuDIOS, INC. 
155 Adams St., Elmira, New York 


Please send the Friendship Earnin 
with Assortments on approval and 


Imprinted Samples. | 
NE co: 45 4 4 ana 9 HED See OOS RERT AES i 
NE, 6a cha cas ewtnes eee tes 52 ter eee | 
oe Zone... .State.....+-- 1 


heck here if for an oman 
8 ee 





eotifel Mose 
BRECK 
SHAMPOO 
ca 
Oily Hair 


Lacene seamroo 


THERE ARE THREE BRECK SHAMPOOS 
FOR THREE DIFFERENT HAIR CONDITIONS 


There are three Breck Shampoos. One Breck Shampoo is for dry 
hair. Another Breck Shampoo is for oily hair. A third Breck 


Shampoo is for normal hair. A Breck Shampoo cleans thorough- 


ly, leaving your hair soft, fragrant and shining. A Breck 
Shampoo will help bring out the natural beauty of your hair. 


The three Breck Shampoos are available at Beauty Shops and wherever cosmetics are sold. 


MANUFACTURING CHEMISTS ° SPRINGFIELD 3 MASSACHUSETTS 


cH I1CAGO 


S AN FRANCISCO ‘ oT FAW A CANADA 











